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EpiltleDedicatory, 


To my Worthy Friends and Patrons at 
Lockers Ordinary: 


OU are not to be told,chat Poets are ""OPGAITE 
ſawcy,mighty ſawcy; but your(wou'd be) Poets 
orFarceSnipperSnapper,ſuch aPromiſcuousRid- 

dle me Re,as my {lt always ſuper-abounding There. 
Fore do 1 heartily hope, - but more humbly entreat 


that with the PiercingEye of Underſtanding and thro? 
the Orbicuous Glaſs of Reaſon,you will perfectly diſ- 


cern-and then wholly attribute the boldPreſumption 
of this ſharp Epiſtle (as I may juſtly term it) ro my 
Seeming ſelf asAudacious Fewor the Poct, and not to 
my Real ſelf, as Modeſt Mr. Zevor the Player. But 
now 1 intend to give my ſelf an unwilling Looſe to 
Eloquent Words and Rhetorical INotions (which to 
Me have always Prompt and Ready been. }' Et ad Un- 


 guem, Q& ad Pennam, and forthwith caſt my ſelf upon 


the Naked Confines of Med!ocriry, and in plain terms 


| come pat and cloſcly to you thus. 


A 2 | You 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
You may pleaſe to call tro mind and well remem- 
ber that preſently after our Catcall Diſſolution, which 
for ſome time, from our Natural Home, and Proyt- . 
dent Stage, diſpers'd abroad Us Under-Acting Jews 
without a Moſes to provide our Marra: And after 
the Prayers ( as you may gueſs) of the many 
Murmuring' Hirclings, for thoſe whoſe Whiſlling _ 
Breath blew 'em to a more remote. and far worſe 
Climate. 'twas then the Needful I ( by dint of _ 

Hunger forcd: ) wrote ( you know full well ) ſuck 

Powerful Lines to your unmindfut Senate, that had 

'ye not All had Hearts of Stone you would have mel- . 
- ted into Retaliating Fayours. Your ſpeedy Promiſes 
were Great, but your {ſlow Performances ( witneſs 
ye Unaſſliſting Gods) alas, were Small. Let this-my All- 
Commanding Style, and moſt Ingemous Piece then 
now reyive and: whet your almoſt blunted Purpoſe, 
 toamore lively, quick and ſolid Anſwer :' Let me 
endear ye-all (my Yet but ſeeming Friends, and pro- 
miſing Patrons only) to-a more Ponderous Reſolution, 
and Candid Anſwer: to him that, Gad Judge me, ye- 
know to bc: BE : 


Tour humble and obedient Servant 


3. 


T H E 


PREFACE. 


TO THE 


Grave., Learned, Judicious , and De- 
liberate. | | 
HE Modern Age , and preſent Repreſentations, 


_ unknown to the Antiquitated Limits, which in all 
bounds of Prevalent Atonements, ſuperſede the EquinoGi- 
als of Illuminary Spirits, are not in the leaſt captivated 
with the Decorum of Dreſs, fortunate and ſuceeding Acti- 
on, exhauſted Maſter of Volatory arrided Flaſhneſs, that 
mow is not in ſelf, De Re Imaginaria neque ſuppoſita 
de futura Neither can their profound Precepts, who 
were known and ador'd asPatriarchs inNatures primitive 
 Sanguinity with collateral Adherents, with the noiſe of 
what was heretofore deliver d, inculcate Predominancy to 
the Right Line of Monarchial and Epiſcopal Adherences. 
Therefore if in greater and more evident Points theLawyer © 
can no more be without his Fee, than the Lord Chancel- 
- lor bis Mace, or a Poet without Errors, ( my ſelf alone 
—exempted ) why ſbowd the Tudgment of a Man that is par- 
tally byaſs'd againſt the Banditti, rule the Authour's opi- 
2:02 iit.hjs. own. Hemiſphere,and diſcuſs at large the Virtue. 

| of 


[| To the READER: = 

of Jobſon's Wife, without the Management of Hobbs hjs 
Leviathan ? Why ſhewdShakeſpear, Johnſon, Beaumont, 
Fletcher, that are no way Adequate to the profound Intel- 
leis of my preſent Atonement, be rank'd above the Labs 


 rions, tho dull States-men. | | 


--------Sed Vaſtum Vaſtior Iple, 
Suſtulic Agydes, &c. Ov. Metam. 


Thoſe ſeveral Maliznant Aſſertions offer d, a large m4 | 
compendious Reſelntion ought to be maturely reſponded, 
eſpecially, when the Eclypſe of Matrimony is ſubterranially 
trod down. . As to the main Notion of Poligamy abſcond- 
ed nnder a Cirtoot of Imagination, We take it this. 
Alexander was Great and Victorious in his Mediterranean 
Engagements of Hoſpitality. To the contrary Julian the 
Apoſtate recites his own Benevolences in {emi Octavo of 
Traditional Oſury: Which plainly denotes the firſt E- 
greſſ.on and the laſt Denotation. So that if we come to 
Modern Aﬀairs, you will find that the Maſqd Middle * 
Gallery, being by Command Superior, brought bare-facd 
to the Pre-exiſtent Spark's conſtruction ; more amuſes the 
Sun-ſbine Planet of his Scarlet Coat, than the beat of an 
Iriſh Drum to an Faſt Indie Interloper. . For what ſays 
Terence ( Paucis te Volo, ) which manifeſtly denotes the 
condeſcending temper of the Male, and the diving AſpeS& 
of the Female. Now if after ſo long a Concupiſcential Ape 
petite the Novelty of Weeding 1s to be adjudg'd Ceremoni- 
ous, T leave to my Lord Chief Juſtice his Tipſtaff to ex- 
amine , aud make all ewen between the Pope and my Lord 
Archbiſhop of Canterbury. : | 

: Pros 


PROLOGUE, /poe by Mr. Jevon. 


f H O ww long is't ſince you ſaw pray, 
That ftrange old faſhion d thing calld a New Play. 

Or how long indeed d'ye think "twill be, | 
Before you tafte that long d for Novelty ? 

Tox may ſet your hearts at reſt for this Ape, 
Union and Catcalls have quite ſpoyl a the Stage- 

Time was the Poets could cock, look big, and cry, 
Damn theſe (aucy Players, let's all agree, 

And ftarve the Rognes, the Times friends turned bez 
Ana 1 am turn d Pret, there's a Farce d'ye ſee. 

But now to my Geatheration friends, 

What quick return, or what ccociſe amenas. 

Have you my ever hononr'd, ever dear, 

Renowned, whiſiling Patrons made appear 

To him that 1 your ſeruant every where ? 

My Name's 24r. Jevon, 1m knows far and near. 
But no more words in ſo much Company, h 
Satisfattion I muſt have and quickly z F 

Or Gad, Ple leave off writing direttl. 

Let me have a pledge of it now yare here, 

Or in your Balls you may forget I fear, . 

Be favourable to thas ſame piece at hand; . <0 
And dye hear friends dont, (hall I, ſhall 1 ſtand. - : 

1f 1 in Pocket find you dive for Catcall, 

Ple let aown Curtain, T le tell ye that all. 

Catcalls well tund might do well in Opera's, 

They ad ſerve for Hoboys to fifhup a Chorus. h 1 
Or in a French Love Soug, obſerve you now, 

A Cadmeus Pur Qua, Pur Qua, Meme Vou. [| Sirgs. 

Begar Monſieur, it be De pretty Whyne, - 

Ki La Dance De Mineway, 0k it be very fine, [_Dances. -. 

Dances y2t have and various here to Night, 

But they are Engliſh all, all Engliſh quite. p 

Throughout, Engliſh Songs, Farce Engliſh tc, 

That's French Sence, = £ 

All Non. ſence without any moye aave; 
Kickſhaws like this ſerve for a Lenten Diſs, 


Points to fome particular 
People in the Pit, 


. if not for Fleſh, pray let it ſerve for Fiſh. ; 
"And fi nce Pennance at this Time's in faſhion, - | | of 
Come three Days for Aortification. .” ey 
| W4 =_ 


"4 


The Atﬀors Names, 
MEN, 


An honeſt Country Gen- 
Gn Rich. Lovemore , tleman beloved for g909d dr Gryfin. 


old Engl. Houſekeeping, 


Rowland. tc. ... Mr. Bowman, 
Longmore, {Sir Richards two Friends. c Mr. Peryy, 
Butler. | Mr. Saunders 
Cook. Servants to Sir Richard, © | C4 Percyval: 
Foortman. Mr. Low. 
Coachm, 


The Ladies Father. Of the old Strain : A Phanatick, {Mr. Norris 
A Hypocritical Phanatick Parſon, loves 

Nodady, , to eat and cant, Chaplain to my La- OM Powel. 

dy Sn ob , F' 

| A Pfalm-ſinging Cobler, Tenant an 
Jobſon. L Serra Sir Richard, © +Mr  Jevon, 
Dottor. A Magitian. F Mr. Freeman, 
Nadyr. © 


; Abyſbog. {Two Spirits. 


Countryman. 
Foot boy. 


WOMEN 


| | Wife to Sir Richard. A Proud 
Phanatick, always canung 
Ady Lovemore. 2 and brawling. A Perpetual >Mrs.Cook. 


Fixen and a Shrew, (a ble(- 
; 00 ſed Wife. = 
= F I Lad y Lovemore's Maids- Mrs. Price. 


Sa5g : Mrs. Twyford. 
Nell, FJobſon's Wife, a ſimple innocent Girl. Mrs. Percyval. 


Tenants, Servants, Dacers, Singers, Waſſalers, 


The 


THE 


Devil of a Wife, 
Gn 
Comical Tranſfozmation. 


ACTI SCENE L 


Enter Jobſon the Cobler and Nell his Wife. 


Nell. OOD Husband ſtay with me to Nigat,and make 
an end of the Holiday at home. 
Fobſon. Peace, peace, and go Spin, for if I want 


" any Thread for my ſtitching, Twill puniſh you by . 
virtue ot my Sovereign Authority. 

Ne/l.'1 warrant you : But youl goto the Ale-houſe,ſpend your 
Money, and get drunk, and come home like O/d Nick, and uſe 
one like a Dog, 

Fobſon. How now Brazen-Face, do you ſpeak ill of the Govern- 
ment 2 TI am King in my own Houſe, and this is Treaſon againſt 
_ my Majeſty. 

F- - - Neſ. I don t underſtand mrs ſtuff, but prithee dont go to the 
| Alc-houſe. Tobſon. 


2 The Devil of a Wife : Or,T 
Jobſon. Well, then, I will not go to the Ale-houſe, Ihave made 
an Appointment with Sir Richard Lovemore's Butler,and am to be 
Princelyjdrugk in Punch at the Ha Place; we ſhall have a Bowl 

big enough to ſwim in. | | 
NeZ. O Lord Husband,the new Lady,they ſay,will not ſuffer a 
Stranger to come into her Houſe, ſhe grudges a draught of Small 
Beer, and ſeveral of this Town have come Home withsbroken, 
Heads from her Ladiſhips own hands, for but {melling Strong Beer 
in her Houſe. | | 
Fobſon. A Pox on her for a Fanatic Jade , ſhe has almoſt di- 
tracted the good Knight, but ſhe's abroad feaſting with her Rela- 
tions, and will ſcarce come home to Night, and we are to: have 
much Drink, a Fiddle and Gambals. ' 
NeP. But her Fanatic Parſon will diſturb you. _ 
Fobſon. If he does, we will toſs the Hypocpite in a. Blanket, or 
kick the ſandified Coxcomb to a Jelly. - | 
Ne/1. O dear Husband let me go with you, well be as merry as 
the Night's long. | 
Fobſon. Why how now, you bold Bettreſs, what woud you be 
carried to a Company of Smooth-fac'd,Earing,Drinking,Lazy Ser- 
ving-men ; Rogues, whoſe Nouriſhment runs all into Letchery ? 
No, you Jade, I will be no Cuckold. : 
| Nel. Tm ſure they. wou'd make me welcom, you promisd me 1 
- . ſhoud ſee the Houle : Sir Richard and the Family have not been 
there ſince you married and brought me to Town. 
Fobſon. Why, thou moſt audacious Strumpet,dart thou diſpute 
'with me? go home aud Spin, or elle my Strap will wind about 


thy Ribs. 
Fobſen Ze thahas the bet Wife, 


SIngs. She's the Burthen of his Life, | 
| _ Bat for her that will Scold and will Quarrel : 
Let him cut her ſhort 
Of her Meat and her Sport, 
And ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


Nell. We poor Women muſt be Slavesand never have any joy, 
but you Men run and ramble, and take your Swing.” 
; Fobſon.. 


Bans £Ad aca... 


4 Comical Transformation. 3g 
Fobſon. Why, you moſt Peſtilent BaggafFe, will you be hoopt 3 


. Be gone. 

Nell. Well, Imuſt go. | | 

Jobſon. Here, now I think of it, here's Six-pence for. you, ger 
Ale and Apples, ſtretch. and puff thy felt up. with Lambs-wooll, 
un rho revel by thy ſelf, be drunk, and wallow in thy- own - 


Stye, like a Sow as thou art. 


7obſon Sings. Ze that has a Wife, &c. 
[ Exit Nell a#d Jobſon. 


Enter Sir Richard Lovemore's Butler, Cook, Serving-men, Chamber- 
mag, and other Women Servants. 


Po 


Butler. T woud our blind Minſtre!, and our dancing Neighbors 
were here,that we might rejoice a little while,ourTermagantLady 
is abroad, I have made a moſt Sovereign Bowl of Punch, and I have 
a good hoard of Wize and March Beer. Dn 

| Fane. We had need rejoice ſometimes, but our deviliſh new La- 
ay will never ſuffer it when ſhe knows it. 

Butler, T will maintain it, there's more mirth in a Gally,than in 
our Family, our Maſter Sir Rzchard is the worthieſt Gentleman, - 
nothing but Goodneſs, Sweetneſs and Liberality. | 

Serv. Man. But here's a Houſe turn'd topſie turvy, from Zea» 
ver to Hell, ſince her coming hither. | | 

* Mail. We are all alike,none of us can ſcape her Rage and Fury. 

Fane. His former Lady is a Saint in Heaven, and livd fo on 
Earth, all Mildneſs and Gentleneſs. © | | 

Butler. Ay, Reſt her Soul, ſhe was, but this is inſpired with a 
Legion of Devyls, and one plaguy Non-Con-Parſon, worſe than all, 
that makes her lay about her like a Fury. | h 

Fane, I'm ſure I always feel her in my Bones, ſhe has an Inſtru- 
ment of Correaion made of Whale-bone, and for fear I ſhou'd 
forget her good Uſage, ſhe refreſhes my Memory every quarter of 
an hour : If her Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe look yellow 

in a morning, I am ſure to be laid on,and lookblack and blue fort. 
|  Cook.Pox on her,when I carry up her Breakfaſt, dare not come 


Within reach of her,l have ſome fix broken Heads already.A Lady, 
B 2 ' quoth 


- 


4 | The Devil of a Wife: Or, 

quoth a ! a Shee-Bear isg civiller Animal : ſhe has robb'd me of 
my Cunny-Skins, my Kit®hen-Stuff,and all my Vails ;and brought 
a damn'd eating godly Fellow with her, that' ſcarce will be con- 
tent with five Meals a day. : 

Butler. None of you have been uſed as I have. 

Fane. That's becauſe none of us.had a Spade-Beard of a Foot 
long. 7 ; 

Furker T that have lived five and forty year in the Houſe, and 
had for twenty years preſerv'd a reverent Beard, which made me - 
noted for Wiſdom and Diſcretion through all the Country, and + 
ſhe to demoliſh this poor Beard in an inſtant. 

. Cook. I beſeech you, by what means did ſhe depopulate and- 
waſte your Fruitful Chin 2 | | 

Butler. Why it was ruind by #:re, with her own curſed hands. 
the ſingd it off; ſhe faid it always ſmelt 6f Brewis, and was a 
Spunge that ſoak d up more March Beer in a month than any fix 
the ableſt Drunkards in the Hundred could in a year : I fav'd no- 
thing but this ſame one Sprig that grew upon a Wart, and that 
by my Nail. | CE 

Fane, What pity 'twas to lofe ſuch an emblem of Gravity and 
Wiſdom. | -"q 

Butler. Ay, T1 am become a ſhame to my Neighbours and dare 
not ſhow my Chinbefore 'em : Qh that Beard, that poor Beard, 
what Authority it had amongſt 'em ! I had ene as live ſhe had 
gelt me. E. : 

Serv. Mas. I believe thou hadſt, thy Beard was of as much uſe 
as any Implement about thee. 

Fane, Methoughts he look'd like one of the old Patriarchs in 
the Arras, I have ſeen an ofd Eaſtern King in a Mortlack hanging, 
very much reſembling his Phiſnomy. : 

Butler. Oh Mrs. Faxe you do ry poor Beard too much honour, 
but farewell dear Beard, I ſhall never ſee the like of Thee 

Cook, No, a iman may as well hope to have two crops of Oak 
«{imber from the fame place, .as two ſuch Beards. from one Chin 
inan Age. © | = 

Maid. Piſh, what hurt does the loſs of a Beard do 2 I'was-ma- 
- Ling a Shift for her, and ſhe did not like my Lacing it down ; ſhe 
turns the wrong end of her Fan, ſtrikes me on the Mouth ſo hard, 
that. the beat out two of my Butter Teeth ; A ſhame on her light 
F1ngers. | Fant... 


A Comical Transformation. 

Jane. She makes the Coachman chain the Footmen to Poſts, 
whip em with Dog-whips, and ſtands bv to ſee the Execution. 

Butler. Heaven have mercy upon my poor Maſter, this divilliſh =. 
Termagant Scolding Religious Woman will be the death of him, 

I never ſaw a man ſo alter'd all the days of my Life. 

Cook. There's a perpetual motion in that Tongue of hers,and a © 
damn'd ſhrill Pipe enough to break the Drum of a man's Ear, I 
wonder my Maſter does not kick her and her Parf6n out of doors. 

Butler. Her Parſon, her Weaver; I believe he never had any 
Orders, but an inward motion from his Stomach, which inclines 
him to eat more than a. Wolf, and this motion is an inward Call. 

Noddy. (within) Why, Cook Fohn, Cook, where art thou ? 

Cook, Pm here, this 15 his outward Call; now is he almoſt fa» 
miſht for his ſecond Aſternoons Luncheon. 

 Noddy. Why, John, why doſt thou negle& me? my Spirits are 
exhaled, evaporated in Study and Labour ; I feel as it were a 
ſtrange kind of emptiſuineſs, I have not eat this two hours. 

Butler. A Pox on him, ſet him faſtby the Teeth, or elſe he'll 
diſturb us. | 

Caok. | have a couple of cold Chickens, ſome Weſtphalia Bacon, 
and Chriſtmas Pyes. : 

Nod. For your Chriſtmas PyesT defie them, they are abominable - _ 
Scandalous, and Idolatrous, they ſavour of Rome, they are ſo ma- | 
ny Fortifications wherein the Whore of Babylon intrenchesherſelf, 

I will down with them, 1 will beat them down, my Zeal will not 
ſuffer ſuch Pepery in this Houſe ; ye are my Flock, I will ſee that 
that Wolt the Whore does not prey upon you and devour you: - + 
down, down I fay with all her Outworks and High-places, her 
Superſtittous and Idolatrous Structures and Buildings, whether in - 
Minc'd Pyes or otherwiſe : Your Chriſtmas is an Idol, a very Idol 
truly, have ] not ſeen himin a Profane Mask, in the Habit of an 
_ old Man with a iong Spade-beard, and the deluded Rout have 
worſhipped and fallen down before him? your Bagpipes are as Pa- 
gan Organs, and your Waflalers lewd and filthy Choriſters unto 
Satin, I may not bear theſe Rags of the Smock of that Scarlet 
Whore, my Spirit riſes, my Zeal boileth and bubleth up as it 
were within me, I am tranſported with a holy Fury : But do you: 
tear Foh# Cook ſend up thoſe. Chickens. . & 
Cook. What both >. | | R 
Noda... 


© Om CESS ener in 


= Tho Devil of a Wife: : Or, 


Noddy, Yea both, with ſome Weſtphalia Bacon, and,do you hear, 
Fohn > a Tart ; and youMr. Chipp,let me have a Bottle of Sack a 
Bottle of Ale, and a Bottle of March Beer, by help of this refreſh- 
ment, I ſhall be able to hold but nli Supper. Fare ye well till that 
time. L Ex. with Cook and Butler. 

Fane. What ſhall we do with this baſe ſniveling Hypocrite D 
he,ll ſpoil our merry meeting. 

Serv. Man. Til warrant you, 'tis but putting out the Candles, 
and-well make him weary of his Canting , when e're he comes 
among, us, 


Re-Enter Butler and Cook. - 


* Butler. So, his Proviion's gone-up. 
Cook, He's faſt by the Teeth for one hour. 


Enter the Blind Fidler, Jobſon, and others, Men and 
Women, and Neighbors. 


Butler.. : O welcome, welcome, here's to our wiſh,the Minſtrel 
and our, Neighbor ! Oh old Atquaintance, Goodman Fobſon, how - 
doſt thou ? 

s Fobſor. By my troth, I am ſharp ſet towards the Punch, and 
am now come with a firm Reſolution, tho' a poor Cobler, to be 
as drunk as a Lord; I am a true Engliſh heart, and look upon 
Drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the Liberty of the Subjed. 

Fane. Why did you not bring your Wife with you ? 

Fobſon. Becauſe here are Waggs, young Rogues, and a Man _. 
may be a Cuckold before theKing's Health'can.go round. 

Butler. Fobſon, we'll have a Catch, ſtrike up Blind Will: Ah, 
Fobſon, I have heard thee out-ſing the Lark or Nightingale, thou 

' art heard above all the Church, let there be never fo many Poices, 
' thine will till be predominant. 

Cook, Ay, and he holds out the Note of one Ve rſe, till the Clark 
begins to ſing the next, he has a pure wind. 

Fobſon. Ay,l'm pretty good at a Pſalm, T have ſome reaſon for it, I 
have ſtitch'd Soles this thirty Years to thoſe Palms you ſpake et 
| Butter. 


y 


A Comital Transformation. 7 
Butler. Come, let ns fetch out our Bowwvgf Punch in folemn 
Proceſlion. Now let us have a Catch in-hofGur of Punch. 


They bring out the Bowl of Punch, finging a Catch, and dans 
cing about it, after which they fit down and drink, 


L 
- Whale you Court a damu'd Vintner for ſuch naſty Liquor, 
As worſe was nere ſwallow'd by dull Country Vicar, © 
J Aud the inſolent Raſcal will draw what he pleaſes, 
While Boys you may kick em when Maſters y intreat 'em, 
And. from Drawers you up into Aldermen beat'em ; 
. But they get your Money, aud you get Diſeaſes. 


| IL 


Stum, Brimſtone, Lime, Arſuic, fond Drunkards bewitch, 
While the villainous Hot not content to be Rich, © 
By Brewing and Poyſon ſells that by falſe meaſure, 
No Liquor like Punch gives delight to the Soul, 
When we drown all our Cares ith bottom oth' Bowl, 
Sincere are our Foys, and immortal our Pleaſure. 


LIL 


We brew for our ſelves, and we know each Ingredient, 
As well for our Health as our Mirth is expedient, 

And who ever drinks Punch ſhall Iive merry. aud long, 
Ir ſpurs up Fade Nature, and quickens the Blood, 
Which if it finds bad, it nere fails to leave good ; 

And while we drink Punch, we ſhall ever be young. 


Cook. And after that, I'le bring up the Rear with a ſwinging 
Turkey-Pye, and a mighty Gammon, beſdes much Pyes, and 
other Appurtenances belonging to our Office. A 

Butler. Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper. Zuzzah. 
Cook, Qur Lady's Confuſion in another, Zuzzah.. 


Enter 


D . 
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6 The Deuil of aWife,: Or, 
Enter Noddy, gnawing the Leg of. a Chicken: 


Noddy. What meaneth this Lewd,Profane,and Babyloniſh noiſe, 
ye Popiſh Locuſts, ye Idolatrous Vipers, this fan@ified Place isbe- 
come a Den of Wicked ones. Thou Blind miſleader of the blind 
with thy Lewd Anti-Chriſtian Squeaks, avant, avant, I ſay Belze- 
bub, avant. 

He kicks aud beats the blind Fidler, T, key put out the Cans 
dles and toſs Noddy one from another aud beat him. 

Hold, hold, what.do ye mean 2; 

Ye Sons of Darkneſs I deſy you, 

] can ſuffer for the truth, I am a witneſs. 

Butler. Blind him and gag him. | 

Cook, Bind him hand and foot. 

Neddy. 1 will-flee away .irom farther Perſecution, Vipers my 
Lady will come, ſhe will to your Confuſion. D 

Serv. Man. And as you like this do you come again. 

Butler. A Pox on him ; to our buſineſs now he is gone. The 


King and all the. Royal Family in a Bumper. Z7uzzah. 
| [Noddy /teals out, they light the Candles, 


Cook, Are you ready for your Collation > _ 
Jane. N&;no, well have a bout at Blindmans-buff, and a Dance 


firſt. 
Folſzn. Av, ay, come Im old Dog at that, blind me, perhaps 
I'm as gredt a Maſter at Blindmansbuft as any one in Europe, no 


diſpraiſe to any man. 


[They blind him and dance a dance 


Enter Sir Richard Lovemore and my Lady. 


Lady. O Heaven and Earth! what's here within my. Houſe ! is 
Hell broke looſe: what Troops of Friends is here, firrah you im- 
pudent Raſca!? _ | | 

Sir Richard. My dear be ratient*tis Chri/tzaas, a time of Mirth, 
of Jollity, it has always been tlie Cuſtom of my, Houſe to give 


my Servants Liberty in this Seaſon, 'and all my Country Neigh- 
pk bours 


g 


y 
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bours uſed to meet,and with their innocentSports divert themſelves. 
_ Lady. Prithee hold thy. prating, meddte with your own matters, 
can't I.teſl how to govern my own houſe without your putting 


| in an Oar? fhall I agk you leave to corre my own Servants? 


.. Sir Richard; Gqod:Lady, I thought this had beeri my Houſe, 
and thoſe my-Seryagts, And thoſe my Tenants. dT 
Lady. Did L bring 2-Fortune t6 bethus abuſed, and ſnub'd be- 
fare my Servants, do,you call my Authority in Queſtion you in- 
humane. Merfter > Look you to your Doggs, your Kites and filthy 


Cattle, your Faulconers, Huntſmen, ind your naſty Grooftis/ a- 
broad, Fll make you.know 'tis my Province to govern here," nor 


be.controul'd by ere'a Hunting, Hawking,unthinking Knighe 
in Chriſtendome. 
. Sir Richard. A Pox upon all Fools that ſhall marry for money, I 
am married to a continual Tempeſt, Strife and Noiſe, Canting and 
Hypocrifie are the daily Portion Thave with her ; but Þll not/bear 


;this long, if I by force oppoſe her," the fallsinto fits, and raves 
worſe than any one in Bedlam. ' 72 1 ke plapgs 12 


Lady. You ſtinking Scoundrels, and you filthy J ades, vie teach 
you to Junkit thus and ſteal my Provifion, I ſhall be devoured by 


' You. ; 9-T9S; 17 ET 6 » uatY.; - : : 
Butler. | thought Madam we might bemetry-once upon a He 
tyday. Ss 6x2 IN SEWRS00 7 MIDI IE hf £33512: 


. Lady. Holyday, you Popiſh Curr, is one day more Zbly than 
another 2 and if it be you'll be drank upon't, you Rogue, that by 
your late Demoliſh'd Beard, thought your ſelf an Example to the 
Family, isthis. your. Example 2 _ TH 2 2b 

© .* She beats him ore the Head. 


Come you Minx, you impudent Flurt are you gigging after an a- 


bominable Fiddle ? all Dancing is whoriſh, Huſwite.- - 
[Jane z ſneeking to get away, ſhe catches her and lugs her. 
Jane. O Murder, murder, ſhe has pulld off both my Ears. 
Sir Richard. Madam, —_—_— remember you Sex and Quality. 
Lady.: Remember your &n fools head, ſhall you inſtru me 2 


Enter Noddy.” 


©» -Noddy: Madaw, rejoyce that your Ladyſbip is return'd. 
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0 * ms Foy op" ing p40 Yþ 
Y.. z00d and h Man, how cime Farniſy in | 
WT: thus b goon] he  Birwoag Profane an pork (Ari my | 


Noites, I. came down grievgd, in-Spitit, add tebuked them, com 
manding them to ſurceaſe from thele Superſtitious ard !dolatfous 
Rites which they ſacrifice to that Idol, that beiſtly 148] old Father 
Chriſtmas ; and- while my. Spirit was fult of 'Godly Chaſtiſement, 
they did extinguiſh the Lights, ſurrounded and hemm'd me in,and 
theſe loſtruments of Satay did butter me even unto grear anguiſh, 
.and-I am;ſore bruiſed in Body... _ 

Lady. Alack, good. Man ! Oh' Je, Spawn'of Belial, the Fry'of 
the bottomleſs Pit, how now firrah, who, are you' in the Bumble © 
'you Buzzard > [ Zo Jobſon. 

| She takes the Parſon's Cane, and beats all the 


Noddy. When my Ears al firſt ftided 3 = theſe lewd 


& 


| 4. , Company, Jobſon's fealing by, = 
PTY lam an honeſt, Plalm-finging Cobler, Madam ; if your 
Ls wou'd go to Church, > You) woud hear me above * em all 


"ob. Tll try thy: Voice now. Be | 
- [ She frikes him re the 1 Pare 
-\Fobſon,;;Nounz, what a Pox, what a Deyil alls _. 
Lady. O profane Wretch, wicked Varlet. - D 
16: Noddy. Thou, Son of the. old Serpexz, avaunt thou Frog of the 
' Lake of Darkneſs. . 
7obfon. Avaunt thou Coxoinbly Soh of a: Whore of the New 
Light. 
| "Wadey. Be gone, Avaunt, Be gone from within theſe Walls: 
[ They juſtle one another. 
Tobſon ' What, will you wreſtle 2 Fall with me? Come on. Take 
that Iuſty Lug you Rage of a yk, a potnd of Ear ofeach 
fide: 
-nigu(3 | Jobſon ves Noddy a Fall, 
. | ni] ' and # hins by the Ears. 
Lady. Impudent Villain, has he not hurt'the Good: Mah » 
| Noddy. He hath very much diforder'd my two Ears,and bruisd 
me exceedingly. 
Sir Richard. Y ou deſerve it for a medling Coxcomb, go to your 
' Book you ignorant Fop,and read, and'rely more'upon good Senſe, 
.and lefs upon your new Light.. -— 
F. | 


ingsat this Hall-Place.' * 


. _ © AR 


| Lady.Olrwicked vile Wretch,wasBver poor Lady fo'miſerable, : 


ſo horridly miſerable in a Brute to-her Husband as'T am; thatami 
ſo Pious, ſa Good and Religious a Woman ? : 


Nod). She is'an holy; a fanRified Veſſel truly." 6.18 ih Ls 
went rad es en, [Jobſon peeps ## tnil ſings.” 
TY d- 8 . e\*26 IP TIP 2.v 8" Y..t \ RSS 
fobſom © He that has the beft Wife, 
Sings. She's the Burthen of, &cc., 
, And ſome ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


# Lady. ORogue, Scoundrel, Vittain. 0 


Sir Richard. Remember Modeſty. i 
Lady. Are you gone, Sirrah? II rout the 'reſt of you : I'll 


ſpoil your ſqueaking Treble. 


She lays about her, they all run, ſhe breaks the 
blind. Fidler's Fiddle about his head. « 


Fidler. O Murder, Murder, I ama dark Man, which way ſhall 


I get hence 2- Oh Heaven! She has broken my Fiddle,and undone 
me, my Wife and Children. | 


Sir Richard. ere; poor Fellow,come this way, take your Staff. 


there, there's Money to buy two ſuch. Fiddles.; go, there's. your 
Way. a8. ns 49 TH G17 SOLVIT nv 


Fidler. Heaven preſerve your Worſhip, bleſs you ſweet Maſter, 


here's a-Change indeed; little did I think to live to find ſuch Do- 


[ Exit Fidler. 


Twa Waſſalers come, to the Door finging a Waſſal-Song. | 


c 


- Lady. :You are very Liberal, muſt my Eſtate maintain you in 
your Profuſeneſs2.. . | 


Szr Richard.Go up to your Cloſet pray,and compoſe your mind: 
Lady. Oh wicked Fellow, to bid me pray. pa 11 Low 


.. Sir Richard, A Man-cantivt be compleatly cured without . a 
Wedding ; but there is ſach.a thing ts ſeparate Maintenance, and 'a 
Joynter-Houſe,whith ſhe to morrow ſhall try,by the help of Zea- 

ven, I will no longer bearithis Nufance in' my Houſe, Here, where 


CG 2 are 


18: The a Darth s Wheu"lk, 
- a re my Servants, what muſt-they be friglited from me ?. within 
t here, Chipp, come here and fee who knocks there. 
' - '{ 4 knocking at the Door. 
Lady. Within there, where are my Sluts; ye Drabs, ye Queans: 
Lights there. _ CEnter Boy with a Candle. 


C7 wo Maids « come ſnecking in with Candles. 


Enter Bu tler again. 


Butler. Sir it is Doctor that lives ten mile off with his man, 
he praQtiſes Phy ſick, an is an Aſtronomer and a Cunning-man, 


your worſhip knows him, he can-make Almanacks, and help m men 
to their Goods again. 


Exter Doctor and his Man. 


Dotldr, Sir r am ecighing'” *is ſo dark I cannot ſee my hand, IT 
cannot poſſibly reach home, 2nd therefore knowing the Bounty of 
you Wortſhips, Hoſpitality, -I deſire the favour to be harbour uns 
der your Roof this night. 


Lady. Qu. of DY, gals youlewd Conjurer, you-Witch, you Ma- 
tan. * 

i Noddj. Avant thou. ten of San, I defie thee and all 
thy Works,' thou wicked Sorcerer avant. 


Lady. If you ſtay in my houſe, you ſhall be worſe wie here; 
> than your Predeceflor Dr. Lamb was in the City. 


Def. Here's a turn, here's a change, which if I have any Art 
the jhall ſmart for. 

- ir Richard. You ſe6 Friend the Caſt is alterd with me, I am 
not Maſter of my Houſe, but ere to morrow this time I'll be Mo- 
narch here: go down the Lane friend, and about half a Quarter 
of 2 mile off, you'l ſee a Coblers houſe, ſtay there ſome little time, 
and Ill ſend my Man that ſhall. m——_— you to a Tenants houſe, 
who ſhall take care of-you. 

Doftor. Thanks good Sir, I'm JE bumble le: but you 
Noncon with your (urious the Diſciple there, ſhalt have ſome proofs 
of my Magick Art this Night. [Ex. Dr.and bus Mas. 


Sir Richard, Come Lady you and I muſt have ſome Conference. 


Lady. 


Po 


, 


s 


f 


= 


»w » my | ww 


. my Lady ſtays. for your Grace- 


A Comical Transformation. © 13 


| Lady, Yes 1 will have Conference and Reformation too in this 
houſe, or elſe I'll turn thee inſide outwards. _ LS 
| - [CEx. Sir Richard aud Lady. 

Noddy. My mind miſgives me, theſe Yarlets -have left. fome 


good thing in the Bowl there; but hold, is it not a Waſſaling Su» | 


perſtitious Spice-Bow!, let me ſee, hah! itis very comfortable and 
edifieth, there's a hugs Iſland of Toaſt, Nutmeg and Sugar, I will 
attack it, it is chearing, I have a paper with ſome Parmazan in 
my Pocket, which will eat very well with it, this isalſo a pleaſing 
Liquor, I will drink plentifully of it and eat Toſt exceedingly : ah 
my Spirits are cheared as it were, and are excited unto Joy and 
Gladnefs. . 


Enter Butler aud Cook. 


Cook. Oh that ſweet-tooth'd Lickeriſh Hypocrite,who is always 
eating, and looks-as if he had'never eaten. | 
Butler. His meat does himſelf no.more good than his DoArine 


does others ; ſtand cloſe, you'll ſee him devour thar Punch-Foft, . 


he'l never be contented without all in the Bowl. - 
Cook. It will diſguiſe him moſt wickedly , and make him as 
drunk as one of the Profane. IM 
Noddy. It doth begin to.invade my-upper Region,my. Perc; - 
nium doth ſeem tobe ſomewhat inclined. unto Giddinefs, hah the 


Room appeareth to turn round. E, | 
| -. [ He hekops, belches and:ſneezes, and is drunk, 


Butler. He is overtaken. | | 

Cook..'Tisa very ſeaſonable time, I'm juſt going to knock to 
Supper; and my Lady won't cat without his grace. 

Butler. Go: quiekly, hes ina ſweet Pickle for.a Grace of @ quar- 
ter of an hour Jong as he uſed: to-make *'em.” 0 


[The Cook knocks to Supper within, it goes up. 


Noday, Where am 2am I in the Buttery or my own Claſet; a - 


moſt excellent Spice I'll promiſe you, 


Enter Jane: : 


Fane, Whereare you Mr. Noddy > Supper is on-the Fable, aad 


__ 


[2 


Neddy. _ 


\ 

[ 

\ 
\ 


F—  T7ho\Dovihiof lo Wiſe Ob, 
**Noddy. 1s it Sipper- fime tay you, now Tthink of it I begin: to 
| be hungry.. 

& B ler." Pray Sir make hifte, my "Fg ftays for you : ? 

day.” What is the matter with me? I thinkmy Feetare aſleep, 
| yung uſe ther} my EG are fornewlias 'dim too, which i isthe 
way ? (<f lA a 1! 
1" Butler. Ay the Rogue hedry) hy Maſter intends'to turn over a 
new Leaf, and he has a nlitid to wind about, but this ſhan't ſerve 
his —_ he's 2 Fanatick Rogue ſtill. 
[Noddy Hang gers, mhty xr him out. 


[Ex. omnes. 


n Scene the Cobler's Houſe. Nell, the Dr. and bis Man. 


Nell. Pray Sir mend your Draugly if you pleaſe, you are very 
welcom Str. - 

Do, Thank you heartily g50d woman , comeT'l give you 
ſome requital, T'il tell you your fortune.  * 
| © Oh!'Pray do Sir, F never had my F ortune told me in my 

Lite 

Do#. Let me behold the Lies of your Face' q 

Nell. Tm afraid 'tis none of the cleatieſt Sir; T have been about 

difty' \$r Sir all this day, * ' 
- * Dof, .Coine, *tis a' good 'Face be not aſhamd of i it, you ſhall 
ſhow it in greater Places ſuddenly. 

Nell. Oh dear, I Sir? T ſhall be aſham'd mightily, I want Da» 

city when I come before great Folks. 
- -Doft. You muſt be confident [ charge you, and'fear —_ 
there-is much happineſs attends you. - | 

Nell. Oh me, this is a-rare man Heaven be thanked. S 

Doft. To morow before 'Sun Riſe you ſhall be' the happieſt 
Woman i in this County. - 

Nel. How, by to miorrow ? Alack'a day, how can this be ? 

Do#. No more ſhall you'be troubled with a Surly Husband 
that ſhall Rail, call you names and ſtrap you. 

Nell. Lord ry came he to know. that? he has a Familiar :in- 
deed my Husband is ſomewhat rugged, and in his Cups will beat 
me but it is not. much; He's an-honeſt-painful Man and [let him - 

have his way, pray Sir take the other Cup of Ale. VE 
| | Doctor. 
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Door. Thank, youto morraw-you ſhall 'be the richeſt Woman 
in the Hundred, and ride in your. own Coach. 
Nel. O Father now-you jeer-me. 
Doft. By Heaven I donet, but-maxk my words,b confident 
and bear all out, or: worſe wHl follow. : 


PY 


| Enter Jobſon. 


Jobſon. Where ; is this . Guo + here Neg, what a: Pox are you 
drunk with your Lambs-wooll > 

NeZ. Oh Husband ! here's the rareſt man, he has told me my 
Fortune. 

Fobſor. Pox on you, and has linac my Fortune too, a Luſty 
pair of horns upon my head, has he 2 ": 

Do. Thy Wifes a vertuous Woman, and thoul't be happy. 
Fobſon, Come out ye hang Doggs, ye Juglers, ye cheating Vil- 

ains, muſt I be Cuckolded by fuch Rogues as you are, Mackma- 
ticians and 4lmanack-makers. 

Neb. Prithee peace Husband, we ſhall berich, and have a Coach 
of our own. | | 

" Fobſev. a Coach! a Cart, a Wheel-Barrow you Jade, ' by the 
mackin She's drunk, bloody drunk, get you to bed you Strumpet. 

[ Ze beats ber. 

Nel. Oh mercy on us, is this a taſte of my -good Fortune ? | 

Do. You had better not have touch'd her you ſurly Rogue. 

Jobſon. Out of my Houſe you Rogues, or Ill ran my Nall up to 
the handle in your: Buttocks > * 
DoF.” Farewel you Paltry Slave 
Fobſon, Get you out you Rogues ? 


[Scene changes to the open Countrey- 
_ [She ſhuts the door and "Les in- 


Do#. What > "Hoh my Spitits, Nadir and 4%i/hog, hoh! | D 
Enter Nadir and Abiſhog flying down. - - 


Nadir. Here, we're i 


Abiſhog, j _— 
Dgftor.. 


peY 


4: 2%; Scare bim from his little Wits, 


ther. 


— - Devil if a iſe a0r, 


 'Doftor; Preſto; all my Charms attend : 
Ee this Night ſhall have an End, . | - 
Tou ſhall this Cobler's Wife transform, 
' "And tothe Knight's vht like performs 1: + | || 
This bed the Cobler's Wife IH charmg 1 (5 
The Knight's into the Cobler's Arm; | 
Let the Deluſion be fo ſtrong, 
That none ſhal know the Right ow wm 
. :* The Noy-con Parſon {0- affright, ;:- 142: oa. 
That he may ever Rue this-Night;....; 1 ©. 


4 _— { » 
Ld CAT 
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And his Hypocritick Fits. 


"Nadir. 2} All this, this: Night pe will performs, _ 


Abiſhog., "In a Whirl wind, ix @ Storm. 
In Lightning and onThunder. 


"" Dofer. 2 Lo 5 0D 
11.» Lind muſter all the Clouds 7th %; T3 Som 
"Attend me till the Dawn of Day, _ : | 
| And then you may go Joort and play... 


. Hold, here comes Sir Richard's Man: hell ng. us to out Lodg- 
ging, let us meet him ; to Horſe. ſi dans [Fx Omyes. 


| Scene Sir Richard's Honfe, the Dining Room, Sir 
Richard, Mr. Rowland, Mr. Longmore. 


Sir Richard, Well my dear Friends, though you have found my 
Houſe in ſome diſorder, I cannot but rejoyce to ſee you, the ſight 


of Friends will lighten great afflitions. 


Rowl. Some years have paſt, ſince we have been merry toge- 


. Long. We have notmet theſe five years: Marriage, Travel, Buſi- 


| nels. and your Retirement, Sir Rz:chard, have thus ſeparated us. 


Sir Richard. Us | that for ſeveral years, .of pleaſant Frolique 
Youth were ne're aſunder. 
Rowl. I call methinks a pleaſant Seaſon back, here's a brimmer 
to our old Acquaintance. | 
Sir Richard. About with it. 
"Long 


p A Comical Transformation. I7 
Ya Bnt now 'tis late, we keep you out of Bed from your new 
Wife. | 

Sir Rich. A Wite! Oh Friends take warning, marry not, I fay, 
do not marry. | 

, Rowl. Why > you have a handſom Lady and a rich one: 

Sir Rich. Oh Gentlemen, I would be glad to have the Witch 
of Endor, were ſhe alive inſtead of her; I am link'd to an Ama- 
zonian Devil,fuch a ThaleFF-js,ſuch a perpetual Fixen,and a Shrew, 
ſuch a Tongue, that twould be a Bleſſing to be lodged in Loudon, 
with a Silver-Smith under ,me, a Brazier over head, a Trunk- 
maker and a Pewterer on-either fide of me, and all of *erm Indu- 
ſtrious Rogues to boot ; a Bleſſing I ſay in Compariſon of her con- 
tinual Clamour, all thofe Noiſes in gonſcrt are foft and gentle 
Harmony to her onefingle Voice. | 

Lovg. Methought the looked ſomewhat proudly, her Counte- 
nance between Scorn and Anger. | | 

Sir Rich. She withd crooked Pins in every bit of meat you eat, 
and Poyſon in every. Glaſs of Wine you ſwallowed. | 

Rowl. Say you fo, 'tis time for us to leave you then. 

Sir Rich. No, fear not, this Night is the laſt of her ſhort Reign, 

I have ſent for her Father to dine with me to morrow, and after 
dinner I will pack her away with her ſeparate maintenance, and 
then we'll ſpend the Chriftmas in Freedom, Mirth and Jollity, 
and Iam overjoyed you are here to be Witneſles of my Proceed- 
INS. 


Enter Jane. 


Fane. Sir, my Lady commanded ne to tell you, ſhe'l rout you 
and your Lewd Companions, ii you come not away preſently, I 
hope youl pardon me. . : Exit Jane, 

Sir Rich. Tell her I come, T-am ſent for. But here's the other: 
Brimmer to my Deliverance. | | 


Long. Away with it. | 


-” 


Sir Richard. IT lay my whole misfortune now before you, I have 
not only married an Indefatigable Scold, but a Phanatick into 
bargain ; nay [ have married her Chap/ain too, who was, I take it, 
a Weaver, and ordain'd himſelf by virtue of outward Grace and 


inward Xnavery; have a care I warn you of a Bigor or Zealous 
: | D Wo- 


18 The Devil of a Wife : Or, 

Woman, for be ſhe never ſo wicked, ſhe will be always fo full of 
ſpiritual Pride, She'll think you a Limb of Satay. | 

Bowl, "Tis ajuſt obſervation. L 

Lovg, And for a Chaplain, Lwould as ſoon havea Ruftan in my 
Houſe, for he muſt Governor the Wife will Rage. 

Sir Rich. Right: Then, my Friends, I conjure ye have a care 
of ſeparate maintenance; a damndinvention to make Whores and 
curſed Waves as bad, I wou'd not marry the Queen of Sheba were 
ſhe alive, upon thoſe Conditions, 

 Rowl. All this daily Experience tellsus. 

Sir Rich. A Curſe of an Owl that muſt try and would not truſt 
Experience ; but at his own coſt]: another Point is, for 1 am bound 
in Charity to warn you, haveacare of an ill born or ill bred Woe 
man, there 15as much in the Strain, as in Zorſes or Dogs, weall 
take after our kind. | 
Zong. Youarein the Right of it, I have not heard a better 
Preaching. | 

Sir Rich. And for breeding, though almoſt all Women are 
Fools, yet thoſe that are well bred,by the help of that will behave 
themſelves with ſome Diſcretion and Good manners at leaſt, and 
now in whata Caſe am I, that am under all theſe Curſes which 
T warn you from? haw irkſome muſt it be to me, who with my 
firſt dear Wife, that Saint in ZZeavey, had all the happineſs that man 
. on Earth was capable of 2 | 

Rowl. Tis hard, but like to be as ſhort. 

Sir Richard. One more to the memory of my former Wife, a 
Brimmer to help to drownd my ſorrow for this. 


Lovg. Let it go round : we knew her. 
Row. She deſerv'd all honour. 


Enter Lady. 


. Lady. Now ſhame upon you and your filthy Companions, Tt 
make your Glaſſes and your Bottles fly, and that Lewd Miniſter 
of your Debauchery, your Batler ['] rout him, for not bringing me 
the-Key of the Ce/ler, a Raſcal. : 
| Sir Richard Whi/les. 

: Enter Servants. 

Row. Your Pardon, we are going. | 


Lady, 
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Lady. Going ? yes, to make one another drunk and fot all Night 
about it, ye may be aſhamed ye Beaſts, why do I call you Beaſts, 
Beaſts ſcorn to be drunk like you. 

Sir Richard. This Gentlemen is my ſweet Lady. 

Lady. Gentlemen / your fellow Sots, your guzling Drunkards, 
get you to bed ye Spunges. | _ 

Sir Richard. Light the Gentlemen, your Fires are ready, you 
ſeeI am under CorreQion ſweer Princeſs. | 


If you in one, would ſum up every Curſe, 
Take ſuch a Spouſe for better and for worſe. 


The End of the fot AF. 


if ; Se | The Deol of a Wie : Or, 
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ACT the SECOND. 
Butler, Cook, Serving-Man, diſguis'd. 


men's men their Bellies-ſull. 
Cook. But at laſt we have left 'em quickly up to 
" ſome Tune. | 
Serv. Man. Tam bouzy and right for miſchief ; let's exccute our 
deſign upon Non-con. ; 
Butler. Have at him, are your Jack-chains and hamming Tops 
ready ?- | | : 
Serv. Man. They are, I have em here, he muſt be drunk with. 
a Pox-to him; and could not {ay Grace. E 
Buti. A'Curſe on him, he ſtaggered againſt my Side-Table, and 
brake twenty ſhillings worth of flint Glaſſes. And though we all 
depoſed againſt his Drunkennefs, our pious Lady called us perjur'd 
a and faid he had eaten fomething that did not agree with 
im. ; 
' Serv. Man. And when we could not get him to himſelf, my 
Lady faid it was an Apoplexy. \ 
Cook- Ay, and made me heat a Frying-Pan red hot, to hold 
over his Pate; from which ſhe-had made the hair be ſhav'd off. 
Serv.Man. Nay the has imployed all her skill in Phyſic upon him? 
ſhe has laid a huge Cauſtick-Plaiſter between his Neck and Shoul- * 
ders to raiſe bliſters, which will make him roar before morning. 
Cook, His Heav's all raw with the fingeing, if he had not begun. 
to roar, | believe ſhe would have carbonado'd him, for his Aps- 
pleftick Drunkenneſs. | | 
Butl.. What Sport it will be when he wakes !he'll wonder what 
the Devil they haF done to him, he'll be plaguy ſore. 
+ Cook. Now he has almoſt ſlept out his firſt ſleep, he'll wake half 
| ſober, deviliſh fick, and in pain, and 'twill be a fit time to begin 
our Perſecution upon him. 


Butler. wW E have had 4 hard Tug to give theſe Gentle- 


Butler. | 
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Butler. Tam affraid we ſhall make him diſtrated with theFright- 
Cook. If we make him mad he may get ſome wit by the bargain» 
he's now ſadulla Rogue that any alteration would be for the beſt- 


But. Come put on the ſhapes. h 
Serv. Man. Here, the Dog's will fit me, Joh» Cook ſhall be the 


Bear, and you ſhall repreſent great Be/zebub himſelf, 
Butl, Agreed, hang on your Chains, liſt how the Rogue ſnorts 


like a Sackbut, let's withdraw into our Tyring-Room, and then 
enter. | OY 


The Scene opens and diſcovers Noddy in Bed, 
and they Enter. 


f 


 Neddy. Mr. Chip, why Butler Chip, I fay ſome ſmall Beer, give . 
me an Ocean of ſmall Beer, I will ſwim in ſmal} Beer. 

Butl. He's between ſleeping and waking, now to our Work. 

- Noddy. Mercy on me where have I been? Iam all on fire, and 
my head all burnt, is the Bed or the Room on Fire ? fire, fire, fire, 
hah Heaven what Noiſe is that ! hah it is Satas verily, what Fiends 
are thoſe in Chains 2 Oh Fazth, Fiith ! where 
' &rt.thon 2 I am frail, frail, even as one of the They ſet the ham- 
wicked. Oh! mercy, mercy, how 1 diffolve, mingTops a going 
whoare ye, in the Name of Heaven ? ſpeak, then rattle their 
what will they do ? will they fetch me from Chazns. 
hence? Oh Satan! ſweet Saran, dear Satan, 
ſpare me, thou miſtakeſt me, tempt me not, 1 am not Righteous, 
I am wicked, yea even as one of the Profane. 

Iaman Hypocrite truly, a zealous Hvpocrite They pull all the 
verily : -Oh ſpare me, oh! oh! ſweet . Satan, Cloths off the Bed. 
. dear Satan ſpare me. [He holds*em with all his ſtrength and roars: 
[ They ceaſe a while. 
Butl. This is enough in the dark, now let him behold ye ? 
Noddy. Oh, oh, I conceive there is a Light now - | 
in the Room, et me ſee if I dare open my Eyes : He brings ina. 
Oh Heaven what Fiend is thiscomes to me? it is Light. 
likea Dog, oh, oh! I conjure thee, Fiend! ſay - The Serving 
what thou art; in the Name of Heaven, it thou : Man mhi Dogs. 
bee? a Dog ſpeak, oh, oh, what's here a Bear 2 ſhape creeps 


avant, avant, O Good Satan forbear,: oh what's the bed, by 
here. - 
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| here the Chief Devil! I dare not ſee any more, oh ſweet Beleebub, 
pare me, mercy good Satan. 
The Cook lyes down on the Bed like a Bear, Noddy 
43 Fae yet lowder, and ſhrinks under the C lathes pr 
eaks, | 
Butl. Art ho tru&ſear'd FHypocrite ? 
Nodady. Yea I am, I am. 
Butler, Falſely zealous, and truly ſeditious ? 
Noddy. Oh, oh, I, I am Sir. 
Butler. Moſk immoderately given to thy Gut ? 
Noda). Yes, yes, my great delight is in Creature comforts, 
Butler..The chief motive to thy Zeal, thoſe Creature comforts, 
thou gerſt by thy Zypocrifie. 
Noddy. Oh, oh, yes verily. 
q. | Butler. By this thou haſt committed Carnality with Elders 
[0 Wiveggnd Daughters; and haſt been much given to Concupiſcence. 
| ' Nodal. Tis true, moſt exceedingly. 
"FI Butler. You uſe not Copulation with the wicked , for fear of 
L X Scandal? 
 - Noddy. No, Tengender only with the Righteous : Good Sir, 
8 have done, I am half diſlolv'd. 
hx Butler. By this thou get'ft thy ſelf made Execautor and Traftee. 
i Neddy. Oh yes, it Is the Chief end of my Profeſſion to prey on 
Orphans 
Butler. Oh Rogue / bs what a dreadful Thunder-Clap was that. 
[1t Thunders and Lightens; 
Serv. Man. What a ſtorm is this ariſing ? 
| [Serv. and Cook come from the Bed. 
| Cook. Gods body What a Clap was there, it ſhook the Houſe. 
| f | Serv. Man. Come let us be gope, we have tormented him e- 
a: | nough. 
{- £8 Cork, No, no, this will help us better to affright him. 
a2 Butler. The Rogue ſhall no longer rail at auricular Confeftior, 
who has confeſſed as he thinks to the Devil, 
yon riſes with a great Thunder-Clap and Appear- 
eth to them. 


j Nedady. Oh! I am almoſt dead, ſure the Fiends are gone, and 
1 
| 


hon > 
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have carried this end of the Building with them at that laſt Clap. 
(He is preparing ſome Toads on a plate. . 
Butter. 


% 
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Butler. Come, come; 'tother bout. | . 
Nadir. Ay, come, come. |\ _ [Nadir Riſes. 
Cook, Hah Tom! what's this? we are four now, 
Serv. Man. Why Ned? we were but three, ha! one, two three, 
four. 
Butler. Ha John | what's the meaning of this? who is this? 
Cook. Nay, what a Pox know I 2 I am ſure we were but three, 
we are increaſed one in Number. 


Ser, Foh, what a ſtink of Brimſtone's here. 
ys Spirit is placing a Toad upon a Plate, the Spi- 


rit goes to Noddy, he eats a Toad, and on his Fork 
preſents Noddy with another, 
' Butler, Let me ſee, what is he a doing ? 
Noddy. There is ſilence, now let me peep out. Oh Heaven ! 
Nadir. Here Parſon eat this Toad, here will you eat this Toad 2 
Butler. Oh Heaven whatsthis! my Hair begins to ſland on End. 
Nadir. Eat this Toad I fay. 
Noddy. Oh, no good Satay, I hate a Toad, it is to like Fiſh, 
and I cou'd never endure Fiſh becauſe the Papiſts eat ſo much. 
Nadir, Who will eat a Toad? 


IS : Nadir turns him to the Company, Fire flaſhes . 


J about hin. x 
Butler. | 
Tas. 6 Oh the Devil, the Devil, oh ! oh! 
Serv. Man. ' 


They run roaring out, and Noddy roars, the 
Scene ſhuts upon the Bed. 


Cook, Butler, Serv. Man Re-enter. 


Butt. Help, help. 

Cook. The Devil, the Devil. 

Serv. Man. If ever I fright any Body again, may I ſuffer the 
* Strapado, 


Enter Sir Richard with a Candle, and his 
Sword drawn. 


Sir Rich. What aha are theſe? here are Thieves in my Houſe; 
what, ho where are my Servants ? | _ Batter, 
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Butl. Here Sir, we are got up, there have been moſt horrible 
Diſturbances in the Parſon's Chamber, he roars like a furious Bull 
with the Dogs abont him, liſten. 

Noddy. The Devil, the Devil : Murder, help, help. 

Sir Rich. Hang him, the Rogue's drunk {till, is i he "hat has 
diſturbed the Houſe 2 


Noddy comes runuing in roaring with a 
Blanket about him. 


Naddy. Oh the Devil, the Devil, avoid thou Temper. 


Enter haſtily Rowland and Longmore, with their 
Swords drawnqvith a light, 


Rowl. What is the matter here ? 

Long. Oh Sir Richard, we have been ſo Jiſturbed with Noiſes, 
we thought ſome Rogues had got into your Houſe, and were com- 
mitting a Robbery. 

Sir Rich, It's nothing but a Dronkin Zealot, that has been 
troubleſome in his Cups, and he has difturb'd the Houle. 

Noddy. Drunk ! I defy thee and all thy works. 

Long. Ha, what Apparition 1s that ? 

Butl. Apparition, where where 2 

Sir Rich. I ſhall ſoon make your Apparition vaniſh. 

Noddy. T have feen a Viſion this Night. 

Sir Rich. What of Malt and Hops,Punch and rg Bran- 
dy, ora Fools-head ina Looking: -glaſs? take him and lock him 
into his Ch2mber. 

Noddy. Oh for Heaven's fake! tis haunted with Devils, [ have 
been tormented all Night : They have Jaid a Plaiſter ot melted 
Brimſtone upon my Shoulders,” and finged my Head with fulphu- 
rous Flames, oh the Devil, the Devil ! 

[They burry him off, and lock him up. 

Sir Rich. You ſhall diſturb the Houſe no more to Night : Gen- 
tlemen, Iagforry that this Fanatick Preacher ſhould diſturbyou, 
he was drunk laſt Night and fancies he's haunted with Devils, he's 
nothing but frighted with the Thunder and Lightning, at this time 


of the Winter. | 
32 T gag Rowl. 
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Rowl. Which has been theNranpeſt l ever heard, I thought the 
'Houſe had fallen down, or at leaſt part of it. ' L 
Long. Such Thunder in-this Winter Seaſon is-prodigious, me- 
thinks it ſhould fright the Women out of their Wits. 

- Sir Rich. T could not wake my ſweet Lady, ſhe lay as if ſhe 
weredead, [ believe it is her property to be ſilent in a ſtorm, and 
ever tempeſtuous in a calr. : 

Sir Rich. See whats a Clock by the Pendulum. 
| : [Ex- Serv. and re-enters. 
Serv. 'Tis within lefs than half an hour of five. 
. Rowl. "Tis almoſt time to think of hunting : you told us we 
ſhould fee your Harriers run. | 
| Sir Rich. Lets to our Chambers and reſt an hour or two; we 
| have Game juſt by. 
Long. With all our Hearts. 
Sir- Rich, Bid the Grooms be ready, Butler, do you call us ; and 
Cook be ready with a Breakfaſt, come Gentlemen our way is the 
ſame. [ Ex. omnes. 


Enter Nadir aud Abiſhog, 


Nadir. Well met, tis time we now be gone, 

Already all our Work is done; 
The Transformation's gorought ſo ſure, 
The Doftor's time it ſhall endure. 
The Lady's in the CobJer's Hut, 
TheCobler sWife to th Kight is put ; 
And we defie the ſharpeſt Sight, 
E're to diſtinguiſh which is Right. 

[ They fink down. 


Sceye the Cobler s Houſe, Jobſon in his 
Stall, his Bed in fight. | 


7obſ. What has the Devil been abroad to Night? I never heard 
fuch Thunder-Claps and ſuch a Storm, I thought my little Houſe 
would have flown away. But nov? all is clear, and tis a fine Star- 


light Morning. Come Tll to work: Winters Thunder is Summers 
wonder. £ | . 
” 
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I Bath @ wanton Wife did dwell, - 
4s Chaucer he did write ; 

Who wantonly did ſpend her Days. 
In many a fond Delight. 

Upon a time ſore ſick. ſhe was, 
And at the length did Dye: 

Her Soul at laſt at Heaven Gate- 
Did knock, moſt mighil;. 


Then down” came Adam to the Gate, 
" Who knocketh there quoth he 
I. am the Wife of Bath ſhe ſaid; 
Who fain would come 40 thee. 
. Thou art a Sinner Adam ſaid; 
And here no place canft have : 
Alack for you good 5ir ſhe ſaid, 
Go Gipp you doating nave. 


Lady. How now + what impudent Ballad-finging Rogues that, - 
that dare. wake me out of my ſleep? I'll. have thee flead thou 
Raſcal. 7 


Fobſ.. Why: 2 what a Pox, doer this Jade- talk in her ſleep, or is 
the drunk fill. | | 


Ns [He fings on. 


 1will comeln in ſpight ſhe ſaid, 
Of att ſuch Churls as thee : 
Thou art the cauſe of all our Pain, 
Our Woe end Miſery, 
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Thou firft brokeſt the Commandements, 

*"Þr pleaſure of thy Wife. 

When Adam heard her tell this Tale, 
He ran away for Life. | 


Lady. Why Villain,Raſcal, Screech-Owl ; a worſe Noiſe than a 
Dog hung in the Pales, or a Hog in a great Wind. Here where 
are my Servants ? come and -hamftring the Rogue [She knocks. 

Fobſ. Why, how now you ſaucy Jade, you confounded Quean, 
you muſt be drunk with Conjurers, you ſhall have money for 
Lambs-wool, you whoreſon Drab. | 

Lady. Death ! what Dog is this 2- where's my Bell 2 I can't find 

_ It to ring, where's my Servants ? Tll toſs the Dog in a Blanket. 

— Fabf. She is aſleep ſure, and all this is a Dream ; the Conjurer 
told her ſhe ſhould keep a Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her Equi- 
page, ha! ha! | [He fines on. 

Lady. Why Husband, Sir Richard do you hear this Infolence 2 
- Fobſ. Husband ! Sir Richard! what a Pox.has the Knighted me 2 
my Name is Zeke/ too, here's a jeſt indeed ! 

Lady. Hah he's gone, he's not i'th Bed, Oh Heaven ! where am 
T> foh, what ſavour is this in my Noſtrils! here are ſtinking Le- 
ther Breeches, and a Lether Apron, hereare Canvas Sheets and fil- 
thy ragged Curtains, a Beaſtly Rug and a Flock-Bed :.am I awake? - 
or 15 all this a Dream? what Rogue is that ? Sirrah 2 where am I? | 
who brought me hither 2 Rogue! what Raſcal are you? 

Fobſon. This is moſt amazing, I never heard ſuch words from 
her, ſo God fave me, if I take my ſtrap, Ill make you know your 
Husband, and teach you a Jittle better manners, you iaucy Drab. 

. Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing impudence! you my Husband! 111 have 
you hang d you Rogue, I'm a Lady firrah, let me know who gave 
me a ſleeping: Potion, and convey'd me hither. 

Fobſon. A ſleeping Potion, a Pox on you, you drunken Jade, you 
had a ſleeping Potion, has not your Lambs-wool done working 
yet 2 


E 2 


Lady, 
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Lady. Where am I? where has my damnd villanous Husband' 
put me ?. why, Jane, Lettis, where are my Queans? 
- Fobſ} Ha, ha; ha, whiat does ſhe call her Maids /! thte Conjurers 
have not only made her drunk, but mad-too. | 
Lady. He talks of Conjurers, ſure I am. bewitch'd, ha! what 
Cloaths are here ? here's a Linſey-woolſey Gown, a Callicoe Hood, = 
and a Red-Bays Petticoar, and Shoes with Hobnails, I-m remov'd 
out of my own Houfe by Witcheraft, what ſhall I do, or what 
will become of me 2 | | 
7obſ. Hark the Hunters and the merry Horns abroad, why Net 
you lazy Jade ! *tis-Break. of day, come to Werk, come, come 
and fpin you Drab, or I'll ſ\winge your lazy Hide for you ; Pox on 
you muſt 1 be working two hours betore you in a Morping 2 | 
Lady. Why Surah - you »mpudent Villain, do you know me? 
Fobl. Know you, yes, and will make you know me before I 
have done with you. 
- Lady. 1 am Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, how came I here? 
Fobſ. Sir Richard Lovewore's Lady, no not fo. bad yer, ſhe's a 


% 


damn'd ſtingy Pharatick Whore, and plagues every one that comes . 


near her, the whole Country curſes her. | 
CSke flings Bed:Raffs and Lumber at bis, Head. 

Lady Nay then I'll boid.no longer, you .Rogue, you infolend 
Villain have at you. . 

Fob. This is more than e're I ſaw by her, ſhe's mad ſure; I ne- 
ver had an 1}} word from her betore, come Strap Ill try your 
mettle ; I'i} 1erch you out of your drunken Fits you maukin,come, 
come on Huiwiie. | 

| [Ze ſtraps her, ſhe flys at his Throat. they fight. 

Lady Oh murder, murder / T1. pull Four Throat out. I'll tear 
your Eycs out, V'm.a Lady ftrrah, Sir Richard Lovemore will hang: 


you. tor thus. [They fight-and. ſhe crys out... | 


Enter a Countryman.- 


Conntryman. Why Neighbour Jobſon, what is the matter? I was. 
going io todder. my Cattle, and hear murder cry'd here' 
_ > Lady. Oh Fellow, do you know Sir Richard Lovemore 2 
Countryman. Ay marry dol well enough, he's my Landlord, he's - 
adhoneſt a Gentleman as any is in fgurty mile o his head. 


- 
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fob. Prithee Neighbour don't mind her, ſhe was drunk yeſter- 
day with Conjurers, ſhe's mad ill, and I can't get her vp to her 
Spinning-work. | 
Lady. Oh help me, I'm Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, convey'd 
hither I know not how, to be tormented and lamed by this out- 
ragious Villain. 


Fobſ. Did notT tell you ſhe was mad, come out you Jade, Tl - 


fetch you to-your Spindle, : 
Countrym, Hold you Neighbour, this is a pretty Whirlegig 2 I 


know my Lady right well and Goody Fobſan too, ah Goody Fobſor - 


I'm torryygo ſee this, you are mad indeed. my Lady Quo ſhe... 
[He takes the Candle and looks on her, 
Fobſ. What a Pox, do you think Idont know my own Wife 2 
that mole under her leit Eye. 
Country: A Lady 2 n» Neighbour Fobſon, thourt ten times. 2 
better Woman no Diſpraiſe to her, He's the hearteats Jade rhat 
ere came it Pariſh, the whole Country curſes her. 
 _ Lady. Oh he has bruiſed me, and lamed me, and I an-almoſt 
dead with the ſtench of this filthy place, either I am removed by 
Enchantment, or they have given m2 Opium, and in a dead ſleep 


they have. brought me hither, are you in earneſt ? look on me, do | 


you nct know my Lady Lovemore 2 I'll give youa hundred pound 
and carry me home. ng 
| | [They both laugh. 
Fobſ. Why you mad Beaſt, you my Lady Lovemore 2 A Pox 
on her, I know her well enough,ſhe gave me three or four damn'd 
Blows of the Pate laſt Night, in her own Houſe. 
Lady IT did fo, I remember you now, ,I did give you thoie 
Blows on the Pate, in my Houſe laſt Night. 
| | | LJobſon ſteps our. 
Countrym. Why Goody Fobſon, why do you think Im blind 2 I 
do not know my Lady 2 a plaguy Quean, why all the Country 
rings of her. ; 
| She falls upon the Country Fellow, aud beats him 
L out of Doors, he runs out crying help, help: . 
' Lady, This is a Conſpiracy of Rogues. os 
Countrym.- Help, help, if ſhe be not my Lady, ſhe has learnt of 
my Lady. | ' 


LEx.C ountryman,. 
: Lady. . 
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| Lady. Is this the Rogue my Husbands revenge upon me 2 here's 
Cloths, here's. filthy Rags ;oh foh ! oh miſerable Woman ! I ſhall 


| be delivered and make em rue for it. 


Enter Jobſon with a Rock and Spinlſte. 


Jobſ. Come, come you Quean, Il make you leave your fool- 
ing, come to your Spindle, or elſe I'll lamb your Hide, you were 
nere lambd fo ſince you were an Inch long. Take itup you Jade. 


W RP Ear | [She flings it down, he ſtraps her. 


Lady. Hold, held, what ſhall I do 2 I can't ſpin. 
Fobſ: Oh ! I thought I ſhould bring you to your {elf to work, 
Fll into my Stall, 'tis broad day now, why why, you awkard 
.- Jade? I think her Brains are turn'd, ſhe has forgot to ſpin. 
| [He fings and ſtitches. 
Lady. 1 know this place, I'll try my Feet, Ill run into the 
Town, ſome body will fuccour me there fure. * 


[She runs out, he follows her 


Jobf. What does the Jade run for't 2 Tll after her. 


The Scene changes to Sir Richard Lovemore's Houſe, 
the Bed-Chamber,' Nell Jobſon in Bed. | 


Nell. What Heavenly dreams I have had this Night; methought 

T was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed of Roſes, and of Violets, and the 
ſweeteſt Husband by my fide ; ſure it was a Dream, Ha ! where 
am I now ? bleſs us! what ſweets are theſe about me 2 no Garden 
in the Spring can equal them, not Buds of Roſes with the Dew 
upon them, am I upon a Bed? the Sheets are Sarcenet ſure ; no 
Linnen ever was fo fine, what a gay ſilken Robe have 1 gotten 2? 
Oh Heaven I dream ! I dream nothing but Poiat and Lace, and 
Gold, and Fringe. Oh let me never wake! nothing but Gold; 
fine Works and Carving : oh Father what a Glaſs is there ! there's. 
a ſumptuous Carpet. upon the Table and filver Plate, ſure I dy'd 
to night in my ſleep, and am gone to Heaven and this is it ! 
| - | Enter 
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Puter Jane. 


Fane. Now muſt I go to becalled Whore or Jade, and fifty o- 
ther Names; I muſt wake an alarm that will not lye Rill cill Mid- 


night at the ſooneſt, Madam, Madam. | 
[She goes ſneaking towards the Bed, 


Nell. Lord who is this, what ſayſt thou Sweer heart. 

Jane. Sweet=heart, O Lord, Sweet-heart ! the beſt Names I have 
had theſe twelve Months from her, have been Whore or Jade : Ma- 
dam, what Gown and what Ruffles, will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to 
wear to day ? 

Nell. Oh Lord what does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip,Gown and Ruffles, 
ſure I am awake now, I remember the Cunningman ! 

Fane. Say you Madam 2 

NeZ. The fame I did yeſterday Child. 

Fane. Mercy upon me ! Child ? here's a Miracle ! 


Enter Maid ſneating. 


Maid. Is my Lady awake, and have you had ere a ſlipper or a 
ſhoe flung at your Head yet ? 

Fane. Oh no, I am overjoy'd, ſhe's in the kindeſt humour, no- 
thing but Love and Sweernelſs,go to the Bed and ſpeak to hernow, 
noW 15 your time. : 

Maid. You laugh at me, now is your time ſays* ſhe, whatto 
have an Eye beaten out or another Tooth 2 Madam: [Softty. 
Nell. What fay'ſt thou Girl 2 Father, what would ſhe have 2 

Maid. What work will your Ladyſhip have me do to day ? 
ſhall | work Plain-work, or go on my Parchment > * | 
mt Work layſt thou, why 2 tis holiday Child, . no work to 

y 
Maid. Oh mercy, am I or ſhe awake / or do. we doth dream ? - 

Faxe, Did not I :tell you 2 : 

Maid. Here's a bleſt Change : | 

our If it continues we are all made, we ſhall bea happy. Fa-.- 
muy 

Nell. Who's that ? 


Exter-- 
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| Enter Foatboy with Billets 


| - Feotboy, Now ſhall I be condemned to the Dog-whip, inflead 
of a Breakfaſt. - 


Fane. Some Billets for your Ladiſhips fire 2 
Nell, That's a good Boy. 
Footboy. O Lord! O RY is that my Lady ? ? 
[Ee runs oat Jumping, 
Jaye. Go Sir, ſhe's in a rare humour. 
Nell PritheeSweet-heart give me my things] pi riſe, can't abide 


| to lie in Bed. 


Fane. Have I my ſences or not, Good Lack? 
Nell. This Cunning-man isa rare Man : he ſaid I muſt bear it 
out, I'm amazed 2 I know not what to do. 
[Jane gives her a Rich Mermidt Gown, 
' Jane. Here's your Ladiſhips Morning Gown. 
Nell. Where are my Eyes 3 they are dazled, this is a Robe fit 
for an Angel to wear.Bleis me,I ſhall not know my ſelf. (A4fide.) 
[She riſes from her Bed. 
Maid. Your Ladiſhips Chocolate's ready. 
Nell. Mercy on me whats tbat? *tis ſome Garment ſure ! well 
put it on then Sweet-heart. 
Maid. Put it on Madam,I have taken it off, 'tis ready to drink. 


_ Nell. Drink ſays ſhe] mean put it by, don't care for drinking. 


# 


Enter Footboy and Cook. 


. Cook. Now go I like a Bear to the Stake to know what her 
Scurvy Ladiſhip will have for Breakfaſt, how many Raſcally 
names ſhall I be call'd ! 

Footboy. Y ou are miſtaken, there never was ſuch a change,ſhe's 
nothing but Goodneſs, you 11 be overjoy'd to hear her. 


Cook. You arch Dog! Fl lug you by the Ears Sirrah, if you 


play the Rogue wy me. 
[Ex. Footboy. 
Maid, Oh ! Joby Cook ! you! be out of your wits to ſee” this 


| change, oh! ſhes the ſweereſt Lady. 


_ What the Devil are they all mad ! 
Fane. 
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=— Madam, heres the Cook come to know what your La- 
diſhip will pleaſe to have for Breakfaſt. 

Nell: Oh Lord there's a fine Cook : He looks like one of your 
Gentlefolks. (Afide) I am very hungry indeed, honeſt Man, 
pray get me a Raſhar upon the Coals and 4 piece of one Milk 
Cheeſe,. and ſome White-bread. 

Fane. Here's Humility ! what a Crier here 

Cook, Hey what's to do here ! what the Devil's the matter ! my 
Head turns round : where aml ? honeſt Man! Wook'd for Rogue- 
or Raſcal at the beſt. 

Fane. Oh Madam that will hs heavy upon your Ladiſhips Sto- 
mach : hell get you ſome rare dainty Diſh immediately.., 

Nell. Do then e'ne what twoot good Mr. Cook. 

Cook. Good Lord ! good Mr. Cook ! Ohcis a ſweet Lady, [Afede, 


And by my troth I will Madam preſently. I'm overjoy 'd! methinks 
I could leap out of my Skin. 
[Enter the Butler. 


Chip, kiſs me, prithee kiſs me I fay: Tm out of my Wits. We 
have the rareſt Lady, the ſweeteſt Lady that ever Men ſerv'd : go 
and be aſtoniſht as I am. 
' Butler. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are out of your 
Wits indeed ; what the Devil doth he mean ? the Maid looks mer- 
rily too. | 
Fane: Chip the Butler is come Madam to know what your La- Mu 
diſhip will pleaſe to drink : Comenear oy Chip. You'l be moms. 
LAtae 
' Nell. Good Mr. Chip, let me have ſomegood Small Beer when 
| my Breakjaſt comes up. 
 Butl. Mt.Chip! Mr. Chip! I ſhall be turn'd-i 1ato a:Stone with 
amazement. Madam, would nor your Ladiſhip pleaſe to have a 


Glaſs of Front inuque or Laghryme ? 
Nell. Oh me, what hard Names are theſe ! I muſt not betray 


my ſell (Afide.) Yes if you will Mr. Butler. 
Butl. Heaven and Earth, I'm amaz'd! here will be Joy / go 


get you in and be happy as Tam. Joy, Joy. [Ex. Butler. * 


E ater Coachman. | - 


Cocah. The Cook has been bantering I do not know how _ 
ane 


_ docs the Butler banter t00. » 


- 
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Jaye. Madamthe Coachman is at the Door. 


Enter Coachman, 


F* 
Nell. Come in good Coachmen. | 
Coachm. Will your Ladiſhip pleaſe to take the Air to day > if fo, 
which will you have the Coach or the Chariot ? 
Ne/ll. Thank you, which you think convenient. 
Coachm, ' Oh Heaven ! the Sky will fall, whats this ? | 
_—- [He goes out ſmiling... 
Ne/. Sure I cannot be awake, how overjoy'd they all ſeem to 
wait on me. Oh notable Cunning man, I'm. the happieſt Woman, 
I grow giddy with my happineſs, Il retire and give Heaven 
thanks for this, (afde) where is the Common-Prayer-Book 2. 
Fane. Common-Prayer Book + heres a turn, what will Nox. con 
fay ? your Ladiſhip has none, but heres my Maſter's. 
[She takes it. Exeunt, 
Nel], Thank you Sweet-heart. 


Enter Sir Richard and his two Friends from hunting; 


Sir Richard. How do you like this Gentlemen? we have had a 
ſmart turn or two. 
: [AU the Servants flock about bim. 
Rowl. 1 never followed fleeter Dogs'that had any Noſes. | 
Long. I hate your meer fleet Hounds, that kill preſently in view, 
it is as bad as courſing. 
Sir Rich, Methinks there's Pleaſure to fee 'em hit it off at a 


fault, as well as there is in a hard riding. 


Long. And to ſee the Doubles, and Shifts an old Hare will make 
for her Life, faith beyond a Fox. 

Sir Rich. I ſpare my Horſes to day which made me come home 
ſo ſoon, but to morrow you ſhall try my Fox-hounds, and then 
Gentlemen I will lead-you a dance. 

Butl. Sir, here's the rareſt News. 

ary There never was the like, Sir youTbe overjoyed and a- 
mazed. | 


Sir Rich. What are ye mad 2 what's the matter with you ? 


Enter: 


m__ 


x 


Land 


D, 


L- 


- 


A Comical 1 ransformation. 35 


Enter the Coachwan, and three or four Servants 
more Jumping in, 


Sir Rich. How now ? whats the matter? here's a new Face in 
my Family, what all joy and mirth, what does it mean, or is it 


a Chriſtmas Gambol ? 
Butler. Oh Sir the Family is -turn'd topſie turvy, we are al- 


moſt diſtracted, we are the happieſt People. 


Faye. I cannot contain my ſelf, my Lady, Sir my Lady. 


Sir Richard. What is ſhe dead ? 
Butler. Dead ! no Heaven fortend he's the beſt Lady, the ſwee- 


| teſt Lady. 


Fane. Oh the deareſt, kindeſt Lady, you are the happieſt man 


Sir living. 
Butler. Never was ſuch a change, ſuch a miracle, why, all the - 


Houſe will lay down their Lives tor her. 


Fane. She has oblig'd us all the kindlieft and the ſweetlieſt, well 
live and dye with on 


All.the Servants i, all, all of us, long live her Ladiſhip, 
Speak together. God bleſs her Ladiſhip. 


Maid. Oh She's the beſt Lady in the World, 1 could kiſs the 


Ground ſhe goes on. - 
Butler. 1 could lick the Dirt of her Shoes, ſhe's the ſweeteſt,gen- 


tleſt natur'd Lady breathing, - 

- Sir Rich. Why ? give me Breath a little, what do you mean 2? 

Butl. :Tis true, 'tis true Sir, go into her your ſelf, and be wit- 
neſs of her ſtrange change, none but Heaven could work ſuch a 
miracle. 

Sir Rich. This is moſt aſtoniſhing, Gentlemen you ſee how 1 
am ſurprized, if you pleaſe to dreſs, I'll in and ſe the meaning 


of this Wonder, I'm impatient tillI goin. 
Fane. Sir you may pur off your Boots and dreſs firſt, ſhe's at 


7 Prayers with the Common-Prayer Book in her Cloſet, and will 
be private for half an hour. | _- 


F 2 | Sir 
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Sir Rich. How, Common-Prayer Book ? new Prodigies! what 

miraculous Power has been here at work 2 my Friends, if this be 
true I ſhall rejoyce indeed. 


Butl. True, ay 'tistrue enough; long'live Sir Richard and his 
Lady, Heaven bleſs em'both, Huzzah, Huzzah. 


- 


LEx omnes. 
& 
» 
The End of the ſecond AZ. 
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ACT the THIRD: 


Nell and Jane. 


NN E L L. I well remember the Cunning-man warned me to - 
bear all out with Confidence, or worſe he faid would follow, 
Fam aſhamed and know not what to do with all this Ceremony ; 

I am amazed, and out of my Senſes, I look'd i'th' Glaſs, and faw © 
a gay tine thing. I knew not, methought my Face was not at all 
like that Thave ſeen at Home, in a piece of a Looking Glaſs faſt- 
ned upon the Cupboard. But great Ladies they ſay have flatter- - 
ing Glaſſes, that ſhow them far unlike themſelves, whilſt Poor- - 
folks Glaſſes ſhow e'en as they are.. 


Enter Sir Richard; 
Jane, Olr Madam, Here's my Maſter now-return'd- from Hun: 


ting. | 
Nell. Oh Heaven ! this goodly Gentleman- my Husband 2 
. Szr Rich. My. Dear; I am extreamly pleaſed to fee my Family 
thus transform'd to all the joy imaginable, which as they. tell me, 
you have created in them. : | 
Nell. Sir I ſhall be always overjoy , at. what gives you delight, - 
and ſhall be evezglad, if I can pleaſe your Family. - 
Sir Rich. Ol Divine Softnefs ! this Gentleneſs of. thine tran- - - 
ſports me. .- | : 
Nell. Alas Sir whatam I > Tam aſhamed of my own meannefs, -. 
I ſhall be glad to be a Fellow Servant here, you are Lord of all Sir. 
Sir Rich, Dear Creature, if thou continueſt. thus, I had. rather - 
be Lord of thee than of the /ndles.. | | 
Nell. You make. meBluth Sir.; I hope. Iſhall have Gracenever- - - 
to.be otherwiſe. | 


Sir. Rich. Lam aſtoniſh'd, can this be Real > 08 e- S 
3 | [She kneels.”- 
T | _ Nell. -c. 
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| Nel.. All thats good above can witneſs for me :I am in earneſt. 

Sir Rich. Riſe ſweeteſt Creature, what has wrought this ad- ' 
mirable change 2 

Ne/#l. Alas! I never did offend you nor any of them. 

Sir Rich. (Afide) What does ſhe mean ? I have not known a 
Calm within my Houſe theſe fix Weeks : but Yeſternight you 
triumph'd over me, and all my Family, was not that offence ? 

Ne/#. It was not I ; I ſure wasnot my ſelf then, indeed, I had 
my ſelf fo much changed, ſcarce know who I am ? 

Sir Pich, It is a bleſſed change. 

Nell. It is fo, I have that pleaſure in my mind; that every thing . 
I ſee raviſhes me with joy, ſuch a ſweet Houſe, ſuch brave Furnj- 
ture, ſuch ready loving Servants, and ſo noble, ſo ſweet a Lord 
and Maſter - Oh Father ! I know not where I am methinks : 

Sir Rich. Heaven be thanked for this : I would not lofe this 
Dear; this Blefled Creature, for all the Wealth and Power that - 
Kings can boaſt off. 

Nell. "Tis ſure Heavens doing : and I can never have another 
mind, tis wondrous that I ever had methinks. 

Sir Rich. And I am confirmd : Joy ! Joy! Oh heart make 
room for Joy! it will overwhelm you elfe, upon my knees I kiſs 
this dear, dear hand : Thou artſo rare a Creature, I ſhall worſhip 
- thee. 

Nell. Nay hold Sir ! pray Sir ! what do you do? Indeed you 
make me cry, I am fo aſhamed, oh Father / ſo brave a Gentleman 
to kneel tome? 'tis my Duty to do that, 

Sr Rich. Hold heart, I fay contain thy ſelf, where are my - 
Friends, my Servants, call em all, andlet *'em be witneſſes of my 
happineſs. | 
. _ O Lord ! how ſhall I behave my elf before theſe Gentle- 

olks 

Sir Rich. And wilt thou never chide, nor quarrel with me 
'more, and ſhow thy fury amongſt my Servants 2 

- Nell. Til cut my Tongue out firſt, oh Lord I chide! 

Sir Rich, I have one thing more, wilt thou go to Church 
with me, and leave the iniveling Conventicle 2 | 
Nell. Yes ſurely Sir, I'll do what e're you pleaſe, Ill have no- 
thing to do with Fanaticks, they are a Melancholy ill conditi- 

on'd People. 
| : Sr Rich. 


NN 


EN 
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Sir Rich, Sure twas an Angel ſpoke in thee, thou art the beſt 
of all thy Sex, I hope thou art convinc'd that the Fanatick Chap- 
' fain was drunk laſt night ; wouldſt thou let me diſcard him, on 
wants nothing then to compleat my happineſs. 

Nell. Yes, Heaven forbid elſe : what ſhall I diſobey my Lord 
and Maſter. , 

Sir Rich. Let. me embrace my Dear, my Love, and prithee 
ſeal this promiſe with a kiſs. 

Nell. Oh rare ſweet man ! he ſmells all over like a x Noſegay, 


Heaven preſerve my wits. (4/ de.) 


Enter Rowland, Longmore, and all the Servants. 


Sir Rich. Gentlemen, behold this day, here ſtands the happieſt 
man that the ſun ſhines on; I am tranſported beyond my ſenſes : 
[ here proclaim a Jubile to. all my Family theſe three months : 
Summon in all the Country, Ill keep open houſe, ſend for my 
Fidlers, Hoboys, Trumpets, and all Inſtruments of joy : letall the 
Bells in the Hundred Ring, let the Steeples Rock,and let the Ring- 
ers Drink enough : here ſtands the beſt of Women and of Wives, 
the kindeſt and the gentleſt Miſtreſs to her Servants : and ſhe that 
has given me all this happineſs. 

Nell. Lord Sir, youput me out of countenance, I bluſh, I'm: 
ſorry thar I ever angred of you, indeed I'll do you all the good E 
can, I ſhould be to blame elſe. 

All the = God bleſs my Lady, Jong live her Ladiſhip, we'll 
wants cry.4 live and dye with her. 

Sir Rich, My Dear you did affront theſe Gentlemen laſt night, 
ſpeak to %em. : 

Nell. Indeed, I was not my ſelf, 1m ſorry that I was uncivil, I - 
hope in time to mend. 

Rowl. We are your Ladiſhips humble Servants, and largely. 
muſt partake of the great Joy, which now polleſfſes all the Family. 

Longm. Joy, Joy, to both the Bridegroom and the Bride ; - -*19 + 
2 new Wedding, | 

Sr Rich. Tis true 3 ſome three months fince, I did eſpouſe her - 
| Body, this day I'm married to her mind, this is a perfe& Wedding: - 
go ſend for all my Tenants; there ſhall be cougny but Feaſts and-. 


Revels here. . 
« ; d Vel: 2. 
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Nell. This will be a brave time, how I ſhall joy to ſee it. 


[.4 flouriſh of Mufick without. Enter Servingman, 


Serv. Man. Your Fidlers were going by, having heard that my 
Lady would not allow of Muſick, bur I'call'd em in. | 

Sir Rich. You did well ; my Dear, do you not love Muſick ? 

NeZ. Oh. I love nothing better. _ 

Sir Rich. That's my joy, my life ; call in my Muſick : Gen- 
tlemen, I'll make 'em ſing a very uufaſhionable ſong to you,in the 
praiſe of marriage,a piece of my own Poctry inmy laſt Wives time. 


[They come in and (ing the Song- 


Let the vain Spark conſume his ſtore, 
In keeping an expenfive Whore, 
For others to employ: 
Far all thoſe ſnares, and baits he pays, 
Which fhe for other Gallants lays, 
And he muff leaſt enjoy. 


Keep Whores then as perfumes you wear ; 
Of which your ſelves have the leaſt ſhare: 
Of others Claps partake. | 
Tour Bodies bring toth' Surgeons hands, 1 
And to the Scriveners all your Lands : 
And give her your laſt Stake. 


While with reaſon we Bleſs the Fate, 
That brings us to the Marriage State, 
The only happy Life. 
The "chief enjoyment in a King, | 
No Wealth, no Power, ſuch joy can bring ; 
As does a Wife, a tender Wife. 


There can be no true Friend befide, 
So oft does intereſt divide ; | 
But they are ſo conjoynud. . - - 
By this moſt Sacred Rite are grown, 
That they are not one fleſh alone, 
But they are both one Mind. 
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| Butler. Sir, here are ſome Cotintrey Neighbours hearing of the 

happy converſion, defire to dance before you. 
Sir Rich, Let them come in, 


4 


[They Darce. 


Enter Noddy wrapt up in his Night Cap. 


' Noddy. What meaneth this lewd noiſe; this moſt prophane a» 
bominable Jigging ? Lady I muſt rebuke thee, 10 pure zeal, I muſt 
rebuke thee, I cannot bear it. & 

Sir Rich. Thou inſolent fool be filent, I will have no Phana- 
ticks, no Law-Breakers within my Walls, eſpecially no Hypoerites, 
you were drunk laft Night you Swine. 

Noddy. I defie thy words, it was a fit, I was taken with a fit t, a 
grievous fit : Lady, what fay you, are yoybecome like one of the 
wicked ones ? | 

Nell. 1 will obey my Lord and Maſter, his will is mine. 

Sir Bich, Retire to your Chamber, you ſhall not be ſeen this 
day, to morrow I will tell you more of my mind. 

Noddy. What's this, ſhe is not as ſhe was ; Jampridem muliers 

we credas ne mortue quidem ; I may not go, I will nor retire, my 

Zeal telleth.me, I muſt rebuke thee, and 1 will thunder in thine 

Ears. 

- Sir Rich. Turn him out. | 
Noddy. I may not go, I fay I will not retire, my Zeal tranſpor- 

. teth me, Iam become furious. 

[They thruſt him out, 
[, 


— 


- Enter my Ladies Father. 


Sir Rich, Father you are welcome, doubly welcome; I ſent 
for you upon another occaſion than I now find : Heaven has or- 
dered things another way, we are all tranſported withr exceſs of 
joy, my Dear ſalute your Father. 

Nell. Good Heaven ! my Father ;- what means this 2 ſure I ſhall 


be diſtracted, but I muſt bear it out. ( Afide.) 
CShe Fueels to ask Bleſſi Ing. 


Father, What meaneth this, *tis ſuperſtitious, and favours of I- 


dolatry 2 : , 
G 


Sir Rich. © * 
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Sir Rich. *Tis nothing but her great Humility. 


Father. I like it not. | | 
: | [The Cook knocks to Dinner. 
* Nell. 1 ſhall endeavour then to pleaſe you Sir. | 
Father. 'Tis well, I am glad to fee you and my Son-in-Law 
well ; but what's the cauſe of this unwonted joy, of this tranſport? 
Sir Rich. The Cook has knocked to Dinner : let's in, you there - 


ſhall have a full account, and be a joyful witneſs of our Happi- 
nels. ; FExX. omnes, 


% 


Scene changes to Jobſon's Houſe. 


Lady. Was ever Woman yet ſo miſerable > I cannot make one 
1n the Village yet acknowledge me, they ſure are all of the Con- 
fpiracy, this wicked Husband of mine has laid a Deviliſh Plot a- 
gainſt me, I for the preſent muſt ſubmit that I may get an oppor- 
eunity into my hands for my Deſign ; here comes a Rogue L will 
bave ſtrangled, but now T muſt yield. 


Enter Jobſon. 


. Fobſon. Come on Nell, art come to thy ſelf yet 2 
Lady. Ay I thank. you, I wonder what T ailed, this Cunning= | 
man put Powder in my Drink moſt certainly. 
Jobſon. Powder ! the Brewer put good ſtore of powder of malt 
in it, thats all, Powder Quo ſhe, ha ha ha ! 
Lady, 1 never was fo days of my Life. h S 
Fobſen. Was ſo, no, nor I hope ne're will be ſo again, to put me 
to the trouble of ſtrapping you.ſo Deviliſhly. | 
Lady. Ti have that Right hand cut off, for that you were un- 
merciſul to bruiſe me ſo. | (afide.) 
Fobſon, Why 2 Faith I'm ſorry for it, but it did you a great deal 
ef good tho, why 2 you would have been mad and calld your ſelf 
= Lady Lovemore till this time elſe: why come, why don't you 
pin ? = c | 
Lady. T can't you have bruiſed my Arms ſo, when they are well 
Il work hard. . | | 
| Fobſon. 


es I. 
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Jobſon. That's my good Girl, I': buy ſome Plums to make thee 
a minc'd Pye, come let's be friends, faith kiſs and friends. | 
_ Lady. Oh curſed impudent Raſcal, what does he ſay ? 
| [She turns from him. 
Fobſon. Nay, prithee now, faith I won't ſtrap thee ſo no more. 
Lady. I muſt ſtay till this be +l, before 1 forget it. 
Fobſon, Ounz if you go to thai 7 will kits you. | 
h CHe kifſes ber aud ſmacks. 
Lady. Oh foh, how the Beaſt ſtinks of Cheeſe, Leather-apron, 
Pitch, Greeſfe, foul Linnen and old Shoes. (afide.) 


Enter the Country Fellow with two or three 


more with him, 


C- Fellow. Why Neighbour Fob/on 2 why don't you put on your 
Bond, and goto the Hall-place 2 * | 

Fobſon. Why, what's the matter ? 

C. Fellow, Matter !/why ? theres ſuch a chanpe, they are all out 
of their Wits, there's open Houſe to be kept there till Candlemas, 
all the Tenants are ſent for, why you! loſe your Dinner. 

Lady. What do Thear ? here's fine work indeed. (Afde.) 

Fobſon. What the Devil is to do there ? is that Damn'd Jade my 
Lady dead ? 

C. Fellow. Nay 1 know not, we ſhall hear when 7 go, the Bells 
.ring, do you not hear %em ? and there'sorder given lor all the Pa- 
riſhes hereabouts to ring, Barrels of Beer, Flaggons of Brandy and 
Money for the Ringers, and Alms tg all the Poor are ordered. 

Lady. Death what's this 2 Here's a rout when / am gone, did” 
they pack me away for this, 7 ſhall have all my Eſtate run out. 

C. Fell:w. Come, come, make haſte. 

Lady. Husband, ſhant-7go With you ? 

_ Folſon. Why, whatailſt thou : Did not 7 tell thee 1 would ſtrap 
thee yeſterday fer deſiring to go, art thou at it again? ' | 

Lady. What does this Villain mean by ſtrapping, and yeſterday ? 

_ Fobſon. What a Pox I have been married bur fix weeks, and 

you long to make me” a Cuckold already, flay at home, there's 

- good cold Pye in the Cupboard. Bur Il] truſt you no more with 
ftrong Beer Huzwile, | 

ry | G 2 . | Lady. 


—_ 
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Lady. Well,you will have your way,l muſt do what you bid me. 

Fobſon. That's a good Wench, God be with you, come on 
Neighbour, [ Ex. Jobſon and Neighbour. 
Lady. AndTll be there not longafter you,fure I ſhall meet ſome 

there that are not of the Conſpiracy. | CE. Lady. 


Scene Sir Richard's Houſe, Sir Richard aud all the 
Company at Dinner. 


| [Serv. Men whiſper Sir Richard. 

Father. Son-in-Law Sir R:chard I long to ſee Mr. Noddy, me- 
thinks I did not eat the meat with Apperzze, ſince he did not bleſs 
the Creature. . 

Sir Rich, Sir to tell you the truth he is very ſick, he was drunk 
laſt night, I am ſorry to ſay it to you. 

Father. Son-in-Law, I know you are a Lukewarm Formaliſt of 
. the Epiſcopal way, and you are glad to fay it, but I believe it qot. 

Sir Rich. Pardon me Sir, I do not uſe to lye, the whole Fark 
are witneſſes of it. 

Father. I fear me they are all too much of the ſame Batch, will 
my Daughter affirm this ? | 

Nell. I muſt n naps kay 'hat Sir Richard ſays. 

Father, Com en, perhaps he might ere he was aware 
be overtaken with the Creature, he might be tranſported perhaps 


: with Zeal and ſo the ſooner overtaken, and fo 'tis not a ſin, but a_. 


. frailty in him that is Righteous : I muſt ſee him, 
Sir Rich. But tis a fin in us: very good Dodtrine. 


Though Zeal and Centry at the Gate of Sin, 
Tet all that have the word. paſs freely in, 


T LEx. Footboy, and brings in ' Noddy. 
Father. T am wir to ſee you. ill Mr. _— 
Noddy. Bleſs your Worſhip. 
Father. Now we have dined let him give Thanks. 
[Noddy is bumming and haughing, in order to his Grace, 


| Enter Lady, | 
Lady, Here's a Riot and a Rout, you firrah, Butler, Rogues. ” 
- | Butler. 
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Butler. Why how now > whata Pox is todo with you 2 who 
are you ? ; 7 
Lady. Impudent Varlet ! don't you know your Lady ? 
Butler. Why how now you Quean 2 here, turn this Madwoman 
out of. Doors. [She ftrikes him. 
Lady. SLife you, Raſcal take that ſirrah, why firrah > don't you. 
know your Lady 2 my Lady Lovemore, hands off, I am ſhe you 
Rogue, 
y She flings the Glaſs in his Face which he bad in his 
kands, and the Servingman lays hold op per. 
Serv. Why you ſaucy Jade? Huſwite have a care,here's a good. 
pump, well cool your Courage for you. 
Lady. Why Fane? Huzwife, "ſure you do not forget me 2? 
Fane. Forget thee Woman: why 2 I never remembred thee, I 
nere ſaw thee 1n my Life. | 
Lady. Oh wicked Slut ! Ill give thee cauſe to remember me. 
: [She pulls her by the Head: Cloths. 
Fane. Oh murder! murder ! help, help ! | | 
Sir Rich, How now, what Uproar's there? 
Lady. You Jade, Lettice, what won't you know me neither 2? 
Fl make you know your Lady. | | | 
| [Lady Frikes her, ſhe breaks from her. 
Maid. Help, help / | -- 
Sir Rich. What's to do there > 
Butl. Why 2 here's a Madwoman falls a beating and lugging us, 
and calls her felf my Lagy. | 
Sir Rich, Some Chriſtmas ſrolick, ſome Neighbour has a mind 
to be merry. | | 
 _ Nell. | warrant it is a Beſs of Bedlam, 
Lady. Oh here's my Chaplain, ſure he is not of the Conſpiracy 
againſt me! Mr. No#dy | Thou art an holy man, 
. Noddy. T 2m ſo Woman, what wouldſt thou have with me ? 
Lady. W hat are you blind 2 do you not know me becauſe I have 
theſe filthy Clothes on > look on my Face, I am the moſt injur'd, . 
the moſt abuſed Lady that ever. yet dreÞ} Breath. 
Noddy. Lady ! Woman, art thou not mad in truth 2 - 
Lady. Why. ſirraly, are not you my Chaplain 2 You baſe Villain, 
did notI lay on the Plaiſter to your ſhoulders, and a red hot Pan + 
to your Head laſt Night, and fav'd your Lile ? | 
| Nedd)y. . 


a6 "The Devil of a Wife > Or, 

Noddy. Oh Heaven ! this is the Sorcereſs that bewitch'd me this 
Night, lay hold on her ſhe is a Witch. | 

Father. Why Maſter Noddy > art not thou troubled in Ipurt 2 
it is furely a Trick, a Gambal. 

Lady. My Father here ! I am ſo diſtracted with my exieſ and 
| ſufferings I did not fee you, but now I muſt embrace you, and ne- 
ver leave you till you ſuccour and revenge me, for the moſt Barba- 
rous nfage that ever Lady ſufter'd . ſpeak, will you not ſpeak to 
me, Honored Father 2 
Father. I know thee not, I fear thou art ſome lewd woman ; 

be gone, hands off. 

Lady. Nay, then I am deſperately miſerable. : 

4 Noddy. She is a Witch and did confeſs it to me, I will have her 
urnt. - 

Sir Rich, Stand by, there muſt be ſomething more PRE ordi- 

nary in this Buſineſs. | [Ex. Noddy and Father. 

Longm. What the Devil can- this mean 2? > 

Rowl. What ſhould it mean ? ſome poor Madwoman is got looſe, 

Sir Rich. Why 2 I never faw thee, thou my Wife ? poor Crea- 
ture I pity thee. 

Lady. Nay tis in vain to hope for Redreſs:from thee, thou 

wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 

Nell. How I am amazed! is that there in my Clothes, that 
have made this diſturbance ? oh Father ! 7am here in theſe fine 
Clothes, how can this be? and yet to my thinking 7 am there, 7 
am fo confounded and affrighted, that 7ſhall begin to wiſh 1 were 
with Zekel Fobſon again. | 

Lady. To whom ſhall 7apply my ſelf? or whither ſhall 7 flie? 
oh Heaven what do 7 fee! is not that 7 there in my Gown and 
Petticoat / wore yeſterday ? how can it be when /am here? can 
not be in two places at once. 

Rowl. Surely no, unleſs thou wer't a Bird, but come Sir let's 
| be deaf to theſe vile Gambalsand retire. 
Sir Rich, Poor Creatute ſhe's ſlark mad. 

Lady. What in the Devil's Name, was 7 here before 7 came hi- 
ther 2 that 7 ſhould come hither, and find that 7 was here before 7 
came is the rangeſt thing to me, let me look in this Glafs, Oh 
Heaven 7 am contounded, 7 know not my ſelf, if that be 7 that's 
repreſented in the Glals, Znever ſaw my ſelf before. 

Sir Rich. What incoherent madneſs is this ? Enter 


4 Oomical T; raneformation. EL” Fl | 


| Enter Jobſon. 
Lady point- There, theres the Devil in my likeneſs, that has 
Ing to Nell. C robbd me of my Countenance. S Life is he here. 
Jobſon, Ay that muſt be che Devil that's in your Likeneſs, re- 
member my ſtrap you Quean. 


Lady, How inevitably wretched am 72 _ 
Nell. O Lord, 1am afraid my A will beat me that am 


on yonders fide 2 


Fobſon- Gallants pray pardon her, ſhe was drinking with a Con» 
Jurer laſt Night, and ſhe has been mad ever fince, and fays ſhe 


is my Lady Lovemore. 


Sir Rich. Poor Woman take care of her, and do not hurt her, 


| ſhe may be cured of this. 


Jobſon, Cured, yes and pleafe your Worſhip, you ſhall ſee me 
cure her with this ſtrap immediately, Huſwite do you ſee this 2. 

Nell. Hold, hold, pray do not beat me Zekel. 

Sir Rich, What ſays my Dear 2 Does ſhe inte thee with mad- 


Neſs too 2? 
Nell, 1 am not well, my head turns round, 
[The Maids go, in with Nell. 


Enter Butler. 


Sir Richard, Wait on your Lady in. 
| Fobſon. 1 beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, ſhe fhll 


never trouble you more. 
Sir Richard. Take her home and uſe her kindly, Ill fend my 


Phyſician to her ſhall cure her I warrant you. 


Jobfon. Thank your Worſhip moſt kindly, come Ne#. 
[Ex- Jobfon and Nell. 


Lady, What will become of me 2 

Sir Richard. How now, where's my Father-in-Law 2 

Butler. He has taken Coach ; he bid me tell you he loves ng 
Chriſimas-Gambols, and he rook this for one. 

Longm. It is a very odd one take itall together, ascrel ſaw? * 

Rowl. Methought there was a Method in her madneſs, the did 
not know herſelf !'th Glaſs. 

Long. Andif you obſerved, your Lady cetvel ſome ſtrange 


words. 


| Sir Rich, She did ſo, which did very mueh amaze me: . : 
owt. 


WV. 
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. Rowl, But thatT have not much Belief in Magzck, I ſhould have 


odd thoughts of this. 


Sir Rich. Now you have put me in mind of it, there was ſome- 
thing in the larter part of this ſtory, very ſtrange and very ſurpri- 


Enter Servingman, 


Serv. Man. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, deſires a 
word in private with you on eafneſt Buſineſs, * 
Sir Rich. What can this mean 2 bring. him to me- 


Enter Dodtor. 
I 


Rowl. We'll-take a turn and wait on you ſuddenly. 
Sir Rich. Your ſervant Gentlemen, be gone Servants. 


LEx. Rowland, Longmore and Servants. 


Do#. Low on my knees I fall, and beg your pardon,-and put 
my Life jnto your hands, I have exerciſed my art of Magick on 
your Lady, I know you are an honourable Man,and will not take 
my Life, who might have ſtill concealed it from you, if I had plea- 
ſed. ; | 

Sir Rich. Methinks you have brought me to a glimpſe of mi- 
ſery, too great for me to bear, is all my happineſs come only toa 
ſhort Livd Viſion and a Dream 2- - | 

Dof. Sir I beſeech you fear not, if therebe any harm towards 
you, I freely give you leave to hang me. | 

Sir Rich. Can Magick bring me any thing but ill > 


DoF. I never yet did miſchief by my Art, there are Aerial Spi- 


rits I command which do no hurt, they are Sylphs. 

- Sir Rich. What have you done ? inform me. 

De. T have fo transform'd your Lady's face, ſhe ſeems to be 
the Cobler's Wife, and charmed the face of Jobſox's Wife into the 
Likeneſs of your Ladys, and when the ſtorm aroſe, my Spirits 
removed each to the others Bed. 

Sr Rich. Oh miſerable wretch, thou haſt undone me, I am 
fallen from the top ofall my hopes, and ſtill muſt have a moſt 
tempeſtuous Wife, that fury whom I never yet new quiet, ſince 


the firſt minute I had her. _—” 
| Doftor., 


A Comical Transformation. FY 
DoF. If that were all, I cou'd continue the Charm for both 
their Lives. | : 
Sir.Richard. Til have no happineſs from Hell, all my Bleſlings 
_ muſt come from Heaven, and I will hang you if you do not undo 
your Charm, let the event be what it will. | | 
DoF. VII doit in a moment, and perhaps you'l find it is the 
luckieſt moment of your Life, I can well aſſure you your Lady 
will-prove the beſt of Wives, give me your pardon Sir. E 
Sir Richard. Upon condition you undo the Charm I will. | 
Do#t. Tt ſhall be done, and you ſhall find all my Prediction 
true. | 
Sir Richard. Hold there is yet a material thing, which I muſt 
know. EL | | 
DoF. I will refolve you Sir. 
| Sir Richard, May be to Crown this miſchief [ have ſuffer, the - 
Cobler may perhaps have made me a Cuckold. | 
« Do#. Then cut his Throat, for ere ſhe was tranſported to that 
Bed ; the Cobler was got up, beſides he has done nought but beat 
her ever ſince, and you are like to reap the benefit of his Labour. 
Sir Richard, Go about the buſineſs, I}! fend vp" him and her. 
, [ Exeunt. 


Enter Butler, aud Noddy. 


Butler. I can aſſure you, there's no ſtaying for you in this Fami- 
Iy ;- my Lady has yielded all up to my Maſter's power. 

Noddy. Why look rhee Edward Chip ; thou art miſtaken in me, 
I can conform in many things, rather than leave ſo good a Houſe. 
and ſo good People. | | | | 

Butler, Where there is ſo much eating. (afide.) 

Noddy. At leaſt though 7cannot conform inwardly, 7 will con- 
1 form outwardly; and that will'do your buſineſs as well, give us 
ſome Wine, they ſhall ſee what 7 can do. 


Enter Servingman, Cook, and all the Servants. 


Butler. With all my heart, Gentlemen you are come in goo 
-rime. to be merry with Mr. Noda). 


H | Noddy. 


— 
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 Noddy. Ay Gad I'min a merry humour. l 
Cook. .Here's a pretty turn. | 
Noddy. Give me a Beer-glaſs, here's the King and all the Royal 
Family, huzzah : tother, here's Sir Richard Lovemores, huzzah : the 
tother,nay Gad take me give-me a third, here's my Ladies, huzza : 
: pledge me.all of you, and let every Bumper be a facer thus. 
| | [They drink off their Glaſſes, arid FT uzzah- 
Serv. m. Is that a facer, faith tis very pretty. | 
Noddy. Nounz Ill have you to know, I can be as good Com-- 
pany as ere a he-that wears a head. 


He that wears a brave Soul, and dares honeſtly do, > 
He's a Herald to himſelf and a Godfather tco. 


Butler, Here's a Transformation. 


Noddy.. Come faith, let's fing a Catch. 


A Boat, a Boat, hafte to the Ferry, 
For we came over to be merry ; 


To laugh and Quaff, and drink old Sherry. 


Enter Sir Richard by the Door.- 


Sir Richard.-Here's a turn; here's a Hypocritical Rogue,l think. 
we ſhall have Ovid's Metamorphoſis in this houſe,but I am too much 
concernd to. mind this Diverſion: but where are my Friends I 
wonder. 


CEx. Sir Richard, 
Enter the Waſſallers, and Sing their Waſſal Song. | 
: CNoddy joyns with *emin the Song. 


Butler. Come on Friends, and fall heartily to our Chriſtmas. 
Gambals after a Rouze or-two. | 


[They-fall a drinking. 
Rowi, What you tell us Sir has-much of wonder in it. 
_ It is prodigious if it prove true. 
Noddy. Come now, let's have a dance. 
|  [Noddy kiffes and ruffles the Waſſallers. . 
| DS Butler... 


- 


_ with you? 


NY 
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Batler. Now Parſon lets have one Chriſtmaſs-Gambal ; we'lf 
play the Black-ſmith. &#., 

Noddy. Ay come with all my heart, how is that ? 

Butler. Come we'll ſhow you, you ſhall down firſt, here, lye 
down upon this form, | 

Noddy. Ay come, come, Gad I'm almoſt drunk. 

Butler. Come T'll play the Smith and blow the Bellows, ye are 
my two Journeymen. | 


roars out Murder, Murder, and all the Company 


*s- beat upon hins like two Smiths with Boots, he 
laugh, and they leave off when Sir Richard ſpeaks. 


Cook. \ We ate ready. 


Serum. 
Butler. Be ſure you lay him on. 


Enter theCobler. 


Sir Richard, How now FJobſon, have you brought your Wife 
* Fobſon. Yes and pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the Door, 
a little from the Houſe ſhe fell, into a Swoond, . I thought I ne're 
ſhou'd have recovered. her. But at laſt a tweak or two by the Noſe, + 
and half a Dozen ſtraps has done the Buſineſs. Here where are 
you Huſwife, come in ? | 
Sir Richard. Light there *tis very dark. [Butler holds the Candle. 


[He lets fall the Candle and Servingwan takes it up. 
Enter Lady. 


Butler. O Heaven and Earth, what's this my Lady. 

Jobſon. What does he ſay, is my Wife chang'd tEmy Lady 2 
The Servants run away and ſneck. 

Cook. I thought the other was too good to be my Lady. 


Lady, to Sir Richard. You are the Perſon [ have moſt offended to * 
whom I muſt confeſs I have been the worſt of Women, bating 1 
have kept my Body undefiled, it has pleaſed Heavey to punith me 
moſt ſharply for-my Grimes, Heaven left me to ſuffer under.the 
power of Enchantment, I am fully. ſenſible ef all:my. faults, and 
ſince I adhor/em and deteſt my ſelf for them, I hope that Zeaves 
and you will pardon-me, here wil T kneel and fix till I have pro- 
curd yours at leaſt, and Heaven-be witneſs to my Reſolutions, 
The Remnant of my Life ſhall be imploy*d induty- and obſervance- | 
of you, if you'l vouchſfafe to take me to your Boſom: ” 

Sir Richard. Rife Madam I forgive you, and if you be ſincere, ' 
you'l make me happier than all the-the Enjoyments of. the world- ' 
could do.. | 

Jobſan, What a pox muſt I loſe my Wife: thus 3 - where the DS. | 

_ vil is my to'ther wife? here's conjuring indeed, 


Enter Jane and Maid. 


Fane. Ob Sir the ſtrangeſt accident has hapned, it has amazed 
us, and almoſt bereft us of our ſences, my Lady was in ſo great a. 
ſwound we thought ſhe had been dead. | 
 - Maid. And when ſhe came. to her felf, ſhe proved another wo- 

Man. | ; : 

Sir Richard. Ha, ha, that's 2 Bull indeed. 
' Fane: She is ſo chang'd I know her not, I.never ſaw. her face be 
ſore, O Lord is this my Lady! 
Maid. I ſhall be beaten again. 
Jane. I thought-our happineſs was tco-great tolaſt-. 
Lady. Fear not; my Servants, Sir let 'em all be call'd in; I will: 
give caſe and quiet to your. Family, Tama hearty 

Penitent-, good Servants I acknowledge I have 21] theServants 

been too: harſhiand rigorous to ye all, but Zea. and Tenants 

ven has. given. me another mind, it ſhall be. my: come iv... 

endeavour. to make.ye. all happy. I'm fure.no 

Miſtreſs ſhall outdoe me-in Xindveſs and. in Gentleyeſs.. 

Sir Richard. Hold in this mind, thou wilt be the beſt of women, 
_ and 1 the happieſt of men, the other was a falſe and ſhort liv'd 
Joy,. but this I hbpe will long continue... 


Lady., 
4 


ma 
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- here come in. 


_ 


A Comical Transformation. *© T3. 


Lady, May Heaven wreak all its vengance on me if once Talter 
from this Reſolution, or ere I contradict your will again. 
Sir Richard. This is a day of wonders. 


Enter Nell. 


NeP. My head turns round I muſt go home, why Zeke! what 
are you there? 

Jobſon. Look you, look-you now, hey day, what a Devil, what's 
that Queen my Wife? here's a rare bufineſs, Gad I dare not come 
near her. | 

Sir Richard. *Tis rare indeed, we have all this day been under 
the Power of Enchantment, to which Heaven knows there was 
not my leaſt Conſent. #Zeaver often turns even the malice of De- 
wils to produce a good end, this is no doubt a happy change, Il 
celebrate it with all thejoy I did proclaim, for my late ſhort liv'd 


Viſion. . 


Lady. To me tis happier than my Birth-day was. 

Sir Richard. Now Madam fince you have reſigned your will to 
me, where is the Chaplain. i ; 

Butler, Here. Mr. Noddy . where are you 2 - he's n- the Buttery, . 


- 


Noddy Enters Drunk. 


Sir Richard. Behold your Saint here: 
Lady. 1 do confeſs my felf in the wrong. 
Str Rich. Go Hypocrite difcard thee. - | 
Noddy. Diſcard me for what, Nounz TH conform, what'a Pox 
do you mean. 
Sir Richard. Thou wicked Wretch, thou ſcandal to thy own 
Profeſſion, would ſt thou mealiciouſly thus bring one.on ours, by 
hinking to conform by being vicious 2 deteſted Beaſt be gone, car- 
y him to his Camber, our Church condemns all ſuch Debauche- 
7, t! ough ſuch vile wretches wou'd bring.a ſcandal on it. Give 
Im ten Pound, and in the Morning. ſend him packing: here obſon 
ke thy fine Wife. 24 
| [They canh him out. 
 Fobſon. But Þld Sir, did not your Worſhip Sir make me a Cuc- 
kd under thERoſe... Sir : 
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Sir Richard. No upon my honour nor ever kiſt her till I came 
from hunting, ſhe was my Bedfellow for a little while, and for 
this happy change, Ill give thee. with her five hundred Pound, 
buy ſtore of Leather, and be my Shoemaker, KW help thee to all _ 
the Cuſtome in the Country. | | , 
 - Fobſon. Ho boysI am a Prince, a Prince, come hither Ne/, come 
--to thine own dear Zekel, Ill never ſtrap thee more. 
"  Nel.. IndeedT have been in ſuch a dream, I'm quite weary of it: 
Fobſon kneels. Can your good Ladiſhip forgive my trapping 


your good Ladiſhip ſo very much. [To the Lady. 
Lady. With all my heart, the joy of this bleſt change makes 
all things good again. | | 


Nell. Forſooth Madam will you pleaſe to take your Clothes 
and let me have mine again. | 

Lady. No thou ſhalt keep 'em, and Il preſerve thine as Reliques. 

Sir Richard. Gentlemen let me preſent you to my Wife. - 
. Rowl. We wiſh your Ladiſhip all the joy your heart can hope 
 - | 

Long. May all your Life be ever happy Madam. j 

Lady. Gentlemen pray pardon me, I think I was a Madwo- 
man laſt night, Z7eaven now has brought me to my ſelf. 

$ir Richard, No more of this Subject. 


Proclaim my joys 7n every place aloud, 
Bonfires ſwrround my houſe, let the Bells ring, 
Let's dance aud revel, feaſt, carouze and fing. 


All the Ser-? Long live my Lady and Sir Richard. 
vants cry, ne 


Jobſon. Now let me ſpeak if I may be ſo bold, 
 Nought but the Devil ſure can tame a Scold. 


-- WI 
THE 


" EPILOGUE 


- Spoken by Ar. Jevon, and Mrs. Percyval. | 3 ' 


ſpeak ſomething in .my behalf to theſe 
Friends of mine here, for I'm ſure they are all 
Friends. | | | 
Mrs. Percyval. Who I Zekel > Oh Lord you know, I wantda- 
city when I come before great Folks. | 
Mr. 7evou. How now Huzwife dare you diſpute it? remember 
my ſtriÞ you Quean. 
Mrs. Percyval, Hold, hold good Husband, Ill try what I can do? © 
Tote People. Oh moſt curious fine Gentlefolks, I hope you will 
pardon me for being ſo bold, but nee ſtir, Tll never let you alone 
till I find you kind to poor Zekel; for he's as pretty a Fellow as- 
cre ſlrapp'd Wite. | 
- Mr. Fevon. Why how now, what a Pox is all this for > what- 
. ſpeak-an Epilogue in Proſe 2 ( the Devil ) 7 cou'd have done that 
my ſelt you foolith Jace. For example now. 
+ Addreſſes himſelf to the Audien ce, and makes a long _ 
! Banter, and goe 
3 , and goes off, after. that he ſpeaks. 
Look you Huzwiſe, there's as good proſe, as any is in England 
but 7 muſt have ir in Vecſe, all beaten Verſe, away with it. 


Mr. Fevon. C Nell, prithee while I dreſs for the Dance 


* 4 
*.£2* 


Ars. Pereyval. 


\/T" 0 7 cannot ſare ungenerouſly refuſe, 
The firſt addreſs of a young tender muſe ; : 
' S modeſt that-ſhe ne're attempts to fly, . | 
G, ta-the lofty pitch of Comedy ; _ 


